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THE STORY OF AN ANONYMOUS 
LETTER. 

By MRS. OLIPHA.NT. 

CHAPTEK 1. 
Thb Oiscoveav. 
OHM HARRINGTON BOLTON wa* one of the 
targe and much varied army of London clerks. 
There are of ill clatsc* and kinds in this innumerable 
host, from the gcniliim-ii in the public offirei, Lo Ilia 
poorest little scrubby boy, whnn weeps oul h poor Iwirristpr's. 
chambers, or waits upon the involuntary leisure- of a WWfl| 
stockbroker ; of grade* innumerable, of condition and nliu ■;*- 
lion an varied. Through nil those shade* of quality, which 
ill' lowes.1 cling to with more tcnarity than the highest, 
this universal prufnnion dcMccmU to hi» acknowledged 
poor clerk, who U much better oft' than the miperiors, 
in *o far a* the appearance thai In- h,.-. 1., Vw\\ \\\> 
comes to little more than Km ilrrenl cu**t, nnd then.* is no 

Shout of a 'rwwition' behind him (0 make his poverty more 
itter. Our friend above named had been uf Ihe middle order 
of ihisovcr-abundanl clia*. lie had been educated fil one 
of the imallcr public schools, Hin mother had been n 
Harrington. ll«- w,iw not hitiiKli quite bum-, pnrhap*, wlint 
this meant, or Ihe amount of rwcinl Justrc conveyed in it; 
but he had bflttl always told so from his earliest rccullcctioni 
an a source of pride, imd bflllavod in it still, though lie fell 
the vague character of the advantage mmvthan in his curlier 
days. He wait careful nlw.iyo lo preservo the Itarrin^ton in 
liia name, but he no longer, perhaps, exacted the people 
whom he met lo be dietr.lrd by it. In sundry other ways 
hU first illusion-, hid failed him. He had been promoted' 
from the Sixth Form, nnd a highly Mikfaitorvjuwitiou in his 
school, when Ihc wmsc of greatness is more iindouhting 
than in any other sphere, to a clerkship in A London bank, 
by which everybody belonging to him iHrlieved his fortune to 
lie made. He thought *o himself, and was much pleased 
wilh both Ins circumstances and income for the first year or 
two, while he was still quite young. b,u after this he fell into 
many adventures. It was not, perhaps, altogether bis own 
fault. He had not Icamt the value of money one may he 
sure at school, where he never had any, save the smallest of 
allowances, and he thought th.it his two hundred pounds a 

Sr contained endless luxury aad delight. It was Some tune 
>re he found out what a delusion this -was, tradespeople 
and others being $0 kind and ready to believe in the credit 
of a young man introduced by special interest, 
pntigi of one of the partners. Nobody was 
how verv slight the tie was which bound 



the 

aware 
inn even 



to that partner, and how very far off was the possibility 
that he might himself Dccoiuc a partner in 3iis turn. Had lie 
been very much devoted to his duties, with his nose alwavs 
at the grindstone, the first to come, the last to leave, the 
discoverer of inaccuracies, the siiggestcr of new and profit- 
able investments— in short, the model clerk of moral fiction 
■t is possible that the auguries of his careless companions 
might have been earned out, and the hopes of his family 
fulfilled. But, unfortunately, these careless companions 
who prophesied his advancement made it impossible. They 
made lum careless too. They infected him with their own 
indifference to hours, and diainclinalinn to work. The poor 
young fellow meant no harm. Loafing had, indeed, been 
'barred at school ; it had been ihe sin mo st sternly denounced 
by all authorities there; but loafing at school and in Londc-u 
ate Very different things, and at first youn K Bolton thought 
he was improving hi* mind-well, if not improving bis 
mind, vet, at least, wring life, and increasing his knowledge 
of tin; world, Lilc meant what it usually means lo the 
haoLeas young man, tin: victim of hin follow* 1 themselves 

debused by the same endless r<. im u, jn Ihe «miih- wav'H of follv 
He had seen honest seiious life, nidi n* five.Ioiirtlm Jf 
humanity live, m his GaaW* house, and he know the manly 

..mple existence of the achool : yet now he gay« |j, w , mme 
10 the dregs of London dusbkUlon ; to Hint kind of iolU 



which i-» alone prmsibl 
theiiivlve* on two hut id 



dissipation; to that kind of folly 
to young men who have lo enjoy 
ed a year. At two thousandth..;. 

,., P*";^ /""*.'**? ■*"• »"*»'»y or attraction in it 
-bit for this! Oh. pitooua loss 1 «&, unfortunate, 
young memory sailed with lordld 



hoy 



SSuf^? Sfift! ?«•*¥» m«« osrMrstonp 
jlwrt. It w<i« all over before ihc lime at wind. Uh.. 

lurnnKiun Both* la introduced to the trade,, ],« wi Z 
longer ... ilw bank lit, had no long*, |W0 h lin d te J 7L™ 
He had dropped to nnotl.rrlm-| another. I lower income • 
snd an for prospoctt. it could not l W said that |„, had j£l 
No one now prophesied] for him n partnership anywhere, lie 



had joined the innumerable array of rlrrlrs, without indivi- 
duality, and without hope, who foannHUnt in all great cities 
There is generally a uiciinent in which these hapless ones may 
catch the tide, and become prosperous, more or less, if there 
is any force of character and will in theni; there is always a 
time in which they may be imprvub-nt and marry, aud m 
secure themselves a chance in another way. IJoIton did 
neither; he dropped into the crowd, lie had learned his 
lesson, and knew that no man can trifle absolutely with firtfl 1 
but his mora] fibre bad ( no doubt suffered more perhaps 
than be was aware oF, in those times when he had been 
tinder water, and hod lost himself in that black and fetid 
stream. 

Coming to himself at last on the lower level, and having 
found il tiececsarytocutilowiiovi'rj'possiblecspehse, Holton 
Imd, uft<tr n struggle, found himself a lodging in one of those 
strange corner:, oj thii ureal world of London which nobody 
known, It lies behind Piccadilly, as near the par Its and 
th<> nbodea of bsluoo ■'■• the choicest streets in Mayfair— 
yet totally unknown and undiscovered, even by nmitv of 
tlioso who know London, as obscure a:, any village in 
the country, although wilbin reach of the centre of ciulilia* 
lion, and with the roar of one ofthttffittstesl thoroughfare* 
in the world always in its can.. It looku, indeed, liUe a 
very disreputable village in ibr country. There are two 
rowH of eotlag-eii, with shabby little palings and dusty 
lltUI gardens, |lld a nOSil, not very nib for wheeled 
vehicles, running Itelwcen, like a vilhigc street. There arc 
dingy rsprOMntatiVM of clemnlis, jeswiuiine, even roses, 
trained about lha slmbhy lattices and up the clingy walls'. 
When you enter ita piccinctfi. hi:ad?i are thiuat out at doors 

.mil v-un!,..-.., :.t(,-:i : . * B !.»-». I. rllCHC lIuMV CfCCMrs, like lllC 

^.'orof.i bh.ibby theatre, Chifilrvn play in the utile gardens 
digging holes in the may soil, which loohs like solid du.M, It 
js supposed to bo dangerous sometimes to w.ike the echoes 
of 'the Garden,' for, except when they .ire Quarrollin* among 
thenwclvcs, which is usually the case, all the inhabitants 
take pari with e-neh. other against the stranger. This wus 
tlie strungc place in which Bolton fatind lodgings in the new 
phase of his life. It amused him, as being so unlike any- 
thing he had ever hnown before. His little sitting-room was 
not unpleasant. It was a roc-m on the first floor, with a 
broatl lattice window, on the sunny- hide cf this preposterous 
village, A Virginian creeper clothed the walls, and there- w&i 
a China rose, just high enough to send a few pale blossoms into 
his Window. It was lite beuu; in the country, he said lo 
himself with a laugh. In the country, yet just behind Picca- 
dilly ! Nothing could he more droll. Tlie sound of the 
women gossiping at their doors, and the shouts of the children 
came to nj a ear shnlj against the big accompaniment of the 
constant tumult of the great street. It was verv quaint. 
Ihe address, perhaps, was not a very dignified one." Golden 
fjardens -it sounded very suburban— but ^yh at of that? Few 
peop e came to sec him, and those few knew well enough 
that be had tound it necessary to economise— nay, they were 
almost ail, as he well knew, in the same circumstances them- 
selves. 1 he roomy were very cheap, and they were rather 

nice— m short, there was an attempt alxiut them to be more 
«« than is at all common in cheap lodgings. There was not 
the usual everlasting horsehair, and red and blue woollen 
tabtecover, but chintz that wa* not very much faded, and 
curtains that were cheap, hut hada reiuinisccncec-iLil-erLv's 
about them -They belonged to my last tenant, nr,' the 
judlsdy said ; ' poor gentleman.' But she lent a deaf ear 
tu any further ijuestions- not even the name „f this late 
tena.nl ever dl from her discreet lips. ' Ah, poor gentleman!' 
she said: but no more. 

Holton found himself very comfortable when he bad 
M-ttled down. The late tenant had evidently known what 
eemfttl was. He had furnished a iwmrr |£L | thu hrd. 
Hi- had put u, n very comfortable cuy-chair. The willing- 
tablem the corner, fitted in w cleverly as 10 ukc yp ih c 
smallest h|w« 1 poHsible. was his. Ho had laUcn all that 
trauMo h.mseii, .for ho vn* wonderful man with Ins hands 
_ there was nothmg he could not do,' Mrs, MutUiow» «id. 
But Whs Wtptim .... ,-., tin, .u'i,i doing so ,„,,nv ihi nR! I" 
%/; c TO«?Woihe should hav« gone sway,' 
Why did he leave Mrs. Matthews? ' Mrs. Matthew* 
only answered tlinn n.ul always . Ah. poor eentl. man I ' wldi 
n alinkc of hor head. 

Uydegii:t-i thljtxcamoa ffrut curiosity and wondoi W 

,l11 '•■'' - H«tallwd sBoillHtolhe few friend- who 
arne |o «,u him. 'I womlnr who lit- WrU? Sh, .,. v. . " put;. > 
■nwtevmm, uHHhiwyi. Shi will toll me n-Mhing shout 
UeHeeiiiwo|myrK"iu away in ,, hurry, r.0 fur » I 
make om, and in luv C left evcrvthing behind him. So 
y contrivancci* for comfort, 11 H he mtmni lost* 



irudra 1 
llolton 



bun 
can 
many 



:.:■■. (hi 



•Perhaps she wanted to marry him,' said 



tinu. 
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' Perhaps it was diins-fraphtencd away,' saidanother. 
Perhaps somebody left him a fortune ' 

Thi 1 5.°i thcS ° s ? Jull , ons foun d favour in Burton's eyes. 
Sh Sftft S a ,lum ? Ie - , P i nde t ( mother, who went about 

wi thiM? 'P'S* aS She **** Thfi ingenious devices 
look Tivl ^«"- e ;°° m - T! made ^osfdaiiny did nor 

Sddenlv i,.Sc f 3 ' 6 th « lucfc > «wnto whom somebody 
S^fS? . S a ^f 1 " */ fewr ^.U those who have to 
pay the "^penalties of grift. Such persons herd among 

renowned for the respectai.il it v of its tenants, vet it almost 

ff^aSfMlS *" " e co,,,d ** ^' >oS 

SSJLuS* .u h ' S V^cassor. He could not but foci a 

SK r,hr mar, who had irfthim a comfortable fcd* 
inetah^ Hr ,Cil "r Sf T 0:n **«*****. «d a handy writ- 
m?n * hi ,2 J" 8 , l -t Ve bKB :i Dkc feUow - ' Poor genrte- 
3 wht^°1 d K. VV1 ?. tev ^ carried him off, it was a 
wind wtoc h had blown himself, John Holton, much Wd He 

te^£S£ sofa w.th a good fire, that he returned to 

out- ^ E, ° f h V°, U S* a " d »«>«• or read instead of going 

removal S an , l ° feel ' lkeh °'"° : *" which -mowing to the 
removed or deceased predecessor, the former tenant. -I 

oK'S fdlQW ' I,<: iS ****,** not worse, off' Bohon 

Onr evening he examined more ciosdy than he had vet 
done the construction of the writing-table, and found it full 
ot 'ngemous contrivances. One little projection £ the earring 
yielded to the touch of his hand.though it did not seem to v5u 
wLfS! Sh0wcdhil |' a »S repository, full of papers* 
Some of these were merely serai* torn off letters ; soL had 
canons plans upon them, which it was difficult to understand 
tftouses * ^metimcs, sometimes plans of the interiors 

'He must have been an architect, poor follow ' Rolmn 
said. Curiously enough, the plans secmeTto be ch,S of 
the rnfenor parts of houses-the kitchen, pantry/Sitler^ 
room, being spec.ally marked, Lack stairs Imci^oorfSc 
« hSEH* \° ftnd C ' nly *<*ei*«^ »f the ho„SS 
^^^T^^n^^^twHichw^now how h. fell 

startled, amongthese scraps, tocome suddenly upon a letter - 
r^M-' e - Pe ' Sf kaS V '" : - lther sealed nor Erected, bin Sv 

3 «™,"- " . l W ' rtain f hat " wn^ned a letter, probablv 
thought he had sent, wh.ch perhaps h e had b^ hfrried 
K*&£±fi» ttBB ; Poor gentleman! Ston^dS 
1 W, k ? tU ^ tow *« lsl h««nkw>*-n.w be weighed this letS 
.n ■ rus hand : most probably it was *>niethin/whici itVouS 
gticye hnn to Iiave fotgoiteu-which might have exerc sed 1 
cv>lmHuenc P o n hisfate. He thought^ the inddeS ^oVom ' 
u.unmno^l S ,otthedeclara t ionofi!ve.for^hi^ 

think of it thus baulked filled him with ret-ret. H^m the 
fS?g «P» ■•«• Hrawor. aimosfwitl, SrdSnet 
thing ^Profane eyos to mvestigate so touc^ a 

But he was curious all the same. He thought oi it all 
day as h« went about his business. UTien he cSe hon^fn 
theevc-mng, after h t had eaten his frugal dmnur h?£™ 
cmled aga.n to the writing-tnblc, and begin toSS'&SSa 
I lt tlep.c.;e of carvm K wh.ch concealed thl spring. Ve made 
a sort of game ot chance out of il lfhefotm.1 t(T ™ 

hs watch, and began to examine the piece oi carving with 
h» fingers, Without the aid of his eyes, I,o n , hSSU2 
mmnteswereouthehad found lh e l«tSrthedS™S! 

r t- ?? ! ad B ame '' the right to oi)en it liiSJzS I 

fastened m any way, 50 tlicr^ was no need 'of a nv ficTut . 

be^ t o fcfia aiA'sttSS S 

lie about to make. It bc^dered "££?- £ he asight 



find a letter awaiting himself in this wonderful way was mora 
extraordinary even than any romance. 

* Bear Jack,— I don't doubt you will come and look up 
the old place when you heat what's happened. I have no 
tunc, and not much to leave vou for your pains. Take this ; 
its all I can dp. If you're ever hard up about Christmas 
time send a letter to G. C-, Poste Restantc, The Hague 
Iboliand. Uesuc the answer to be sent to J. B., at any post- 
office you like. Best tochange this from year to >ear. It's 
as good as a twenty pound note to vou till 1 come hack. Put 

this in the letter: "AU safe to tkis date. Discretion Jo U conmUd 

m « Zm« &% word ktpS." Short and sweet, ain't it, like the 
telegraph. Then J. B., and the address, that's all. I give it 
over to vou with my blessing. Good-bye, and do the best 
you can for yourself, old boy.— From your brother Jim.* 

IJoHOn read this with a stupefied astonishment. At first 
it seemed to hiai a lucre farrago of nonsense. The curious 
thing m that he, too, had a brother Jim, and the bewildering 
leeirog that it must be intended for himself, yet could not be 
SO, prevented him for a rime from thinking of its meaning 
Of course he knew it was not from his brother Jua; yet 
altogether it was very strange. He laughed a little at him- 
self for his sentimental imagination? as he folded up the letter 
from Jim to Jack. Then he unfolded it again, and once 
more read rt over. If you are ever hard up-Bolton reflected 
£™ ,!f T? b « rth « r J«" h ad l>cen writing, he would have 
known tfa»t he, Jack, was always hard up! As good as a 
twenty pound note ! He felt his heart stir at these ^ords. 

ft^ ul th " ■ tw«t>- pound note, unless it is one fo° a 
hunured pounds. He would not mind what address he gave 
or wnat he said m a letter which would bring him. thai 

intended for him. Probably the other Jack would come for 
7 1 L!V ,,rae ft* and ^ chan " b« ovrr. He had 

fSJS^iS Ta** in ^ desk * hat cow he ^ddenly a^d 
middy Ejaidied it xip aga.n, and placed it m one 01 bS 
pockets of Ms own wr.tmg.book. He said to himself that it 
would notdo to eutrust Jack, who was* stranger, wS sucha 
commission He might not be worthy of hT He niU" not 
Z^A y [ 0n ,* IC 7' ilh * Td "P-thie words poinS to a 
2? ™^' S w COmt ? n ° n " he P art ^ *• «HW Jack. A 
fai^nirse m his pocket, a good uieal on his uble, what 

£51 K, Wa ". ! TV' a twc »*>-P«md note at ChristmaT- 
Boltonb^antofeel a natora] antagonism againsTu^,; 
and comfortable Jack, who, he St sure, «3 Ce no 
ddwacy in executing his brother's charge. He ^0?^ the 
secret drawer w.th a snap, as much as to say, -7^ for 

R S . , HC . WO,lId . no1 '«« 3 trust which nright^bat 
be a delicate tmst in such hands. S pcrtiap5 

-tvS**** ' Uy WaS Suodfly ' and J ack ^ton had 

It was late autumn, almost winter h... th. - ■ tTajn " 

warm andsoft- Sometimes ^LfttuSZTSSg £? 
the Virguua creeper past the window. The oeaeefiX °J 
tne sweet consciousness that, on this dnv ,£ lDS " nd 
to doanythiug but what pWsed W^'nt^rfn 110 "^ 
no work to be don*, softened eve^ihinV' n»u ">'£ f° lo * 

like the Marchioness, he n^bX^ferr^L*? Aat ' C 
^u* h-elf in the country a dSn^ST^fiS^ 

«« «rssis^ •>-. * i^ 

of bacon, nor eve^Soask if Mr^oJ^Tt 00 ^ ^^ rashcr 
at the penny oaper will »i T,k ° D J WmW "^ ^ look 
which ^LH3%^?^&;?%* iDd «iJ«o«s 
demand, which brought dKufiE*L&, "aT^S? ^ ^^ 
a weekday he would have cmert^ i a T«i ti. ." had b « n 
a woman* above these "3^," HjS' ^'^ »™ 
Heaven, it was Sundav ' (fomelS «™ ' C^ W,d ' Usanfa 
She came half in, as was her wo ni and £ h P % ' *? said - 
door dividing her in two! 3" ."jf ^"P ^ lh «« 



ISolion 



two, said. ■ If 



>-ou please, Mr, 



at S^sh^ hina 



MatthewVsai,TJa C i;;■ ,0 "^ ^ fonnuU - 
'W you please, there ts a gentleman 



'Well, Mrs. 
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He says as he's the brother of - — , the poor gentleman as 
was here before you came,* 

'Oh,' said Jackto himself, 'he hasn't lostany time:' which 
w^s natural enough, yet entirely nonsense, as the reader 
will perceive — for, of course, the stranger was unaware that 
jack Bolton had mack that discovery only a day or (wo 
before, » Well, Mrs. Matthews ? ' Mr. IJolton said again. 

' 1 said as I didn't like to trouble a gentleman of a 
Sunday morning ; but he says as he couldn't come no other day, 
and that thorp's one place as he'd like to look at, to see if 
there wasn't nothing for him. I told hint an I'd cleared out 
all the drawers, and pat everything straight afore you come. 
But he won't take No foe his answer. You sec, sir,' said 
Mrs. Matthews, coming a little more into the room, and 
closing the door lightly upon her left arm, ' the poor 
gentleman l*ft me his things, very liberal like, ami I wouldn't 
wish to stir up no disturbance. Maybe you wouldn't mind if 
he did come up Just for a minute and looked about ? * 

' Oh, no ;^ I shouldn't mind In the least. Take away the 
breakfast things, and send him up as soon as yon please.' 
Jack Bolton reflected that the enigmatical letter was safe, 
and it amused him to think of the other Jack's siyirch. It 
depended upon what sort of a fellow the other fellow was. If 
he -was a decent sort of a man, there would be plenty of time: 
to hand over the letter from Jim. 

When he appeared, that question was solved in, a moment. 
He was not at all a decent sort of a man. I |e was a broad- 
shouldered, big fellow, in clothes that betrayed an acquaint- 
ance with stables, but not so respectable as that, an 
acquaintance at second hand. He had traces of a colour, not 
desirable in that locality, round his left eye, He clou: in with 
a stealthy step, and cast a look round, which was, as plainly 
as possible, intended to ascertain whether there were any 
valuables about. Bolton felt thankful that his watch was 
still in his bedroom, and that the door was closed- for the 
newcomer was bigger than himself, and the sympathies of 
Golden Gardens were rather in favour of thari against the 
breakers of the law. 

' Morning,' the newcomer said, with a surly nod ; ' a 
lot of them things lelonged to a brother of mine. I don't 
know if you knew? ' 

■ I don't know anything shout it,* said Holtoa. ' I rent 
the rooms from Mrs. Matthews. I hear yon want to look for 
something. Look sharp, please.* 

'Oh, you're in a hurry, are you?' growled the fellow— 
aud he was such a big brute— and no policeman, one might 
be sure, within reach; and the sympathies of Golden Gardens 
not to be calculated upon ! 

' Well, the rooms happen to be mine," said Bolton; 'and 
I am expecting some friends. If you'd look sharp, E should 
be pleased.' 

The fellow stood in the middle of the room, filling it all 
up. He gave a slow stare all round, like the stare of n ball. 
Finally his eyes fixed on the writing-table. lark Bolton 
followed his movements with what we Can only describe as n 
malign pleasure. He hastened to remove his own papers 
from the table to facilitate the search. 

*()h, 1 don't want nothing with your dirty papers,' his 
amiable -visitor said. He found the spring; he opened the 
drawer, Bolton following his every movement with secret 
satisfaction. Rut he was evidently much disappointed by 
the contents. The plans and drawings, he searched up 
crushed together, and thrum into his pocket, with an alarmed 
look at Bolton, who was -calmly reading Mrs. Matthews's 
paper. Itnt having done so, lie took (Item out again, shook 
them, so that they fell back in a shower into thr. drawer, 
gathered them up once more, examined the little heap, felt 
m all the corners, evidently without finding what he was in 
search of. At last, he dosed the drawer with a banc and 
got up, his big bulk darkening the window and filling up the 
room. 

'I hope,' said Bolton, with great politeness, 'that von 
have lound what you were looking for.' 

'No, 1 haint found nothm K / cried the man, with threaten- 
ing loolfS- ' KomebodyY. been a tampering with tt 
drawer. 1 

. '£%< f th«e a secret drawer? May I see the const™ 
lion ? That's very interesting,' fanltoji said. 
The man stared at him. muttered an oath 



sought for in al) manner of recondite places, has been found 
in, the simplest way, not concealed at all, for greater security. 
He had no more doubt that tie had done a good action than 
had the excellent Sunday School teacher who lived at the 
topof the Gardens, and who was returning ;tt that moment 
from chapel, feeling, with a sigh which was not altogether 
sad, that most of tlte careless fellows at their doors had hell, 
fire visibly behind them. I Jolt on dirl not doom his disap- 
pointed namesake to that final judgment ; but he thought, 
with satisfaction, that a long sentence and seclusion from the 
common ways of men would probably soon be that gentle, 
man's lot. 

{'Jo be cpniimitd.) 



;cmeno Muaieato. 



w 



■s, the music 
him with at 



Th K I-, the Reverend Dr. Sy ma x still among 
of the last few days would have furnished 
least one extra canto for his famous 'Tour in Search of the 
Picturesque.' ( Within three days were heard Dvorak's 
'Spectre's Bride'; Berlioz's ' Symphonic Fantastique'anil hifii 
' I-elio on le retour a la vie,' to say nothing of MendetssoJin'a 
■Elijah,' and Mackenzie's -Jubilee Ode,' in which a proces- 
sion of the various nationalities subject to her Majesty is 
depicted. F.ven liale josef contributed so mt: quasi ' programme 
music,' his selection on Monday including the 'Moonlight' 
sonata and Weber's 'invitation a la Valsc' Whether our 
Mus. Doc's will now prescribe a course of 'Fugues and Op. 's 
at Monday-Fops,' by way of sedative, remains to be seen. Plan 
auMfames ! The ' Spectre's Bride,' whose ghastly 'voyage d/ 
races" has been so wonderfully described liy the gifted 
Bohemian composer, lent distinction on Thursday to the first 
Novello Concert, of the season, and materially added to an 
already lar^'c number of admirers in consequence. True, 
but repeated hearing reveals some inequalities ; for imagi- 
native power- (or weird, yet always poetical, orchestral 
and harmonic colour ; for striking, often beautiful, a nd always 
appropriate melodic charaeleri sties, the work is head 
and shoulders above most of its contemporaries. Vet ii. is 
evident that the composer has yet hardly made up his mind 
on the subject of style. Dvorak has a very strongly pro- 
nounced individuality, and when lie gives free play to tliis, is 
often great and always interesting. Unfortunately, his 
acquaintance with, and perhaps admiration for, the works of 
other composers, leads him nut seldom 10 adopt, whether 
consciously or otherwise, their phraseology and manner, and 
SO to imperil the unity Of his own work. Details coutd be 
(pven if Accessary. Whether Dvorak mistrusts himself, or 
whether he thinks it ' wise' not to be r<» original, 1, not being 
ins rather* t-onfessor, am unable to say. 



Criticism of a. pile* d'o* 
a bit- ink; but Dr. Mac-ken 



by moti 

choral passages, and in the orchcstratioi 

16 adn ' 

mentior 

tenor solo. 



uitary new Is. Aci 



secret. 



looked ruund 

_:d downstairs 

vc an angry altercation with the land- 



again with tl.»t hungry glare, and finally plunged dowUMair 
Jike a wild benst, to lia 
lady below. 



Sothat was Jack, bo] too said to himself with a smile, 
throwing open the window to purify the air. Hn smiled at 
the writing-book an which Hie letter lav, with n Sense of 
.superior virtue, which it would perhaps have been difficult to 
analyse. He felt that he had perhaps saved the world from 
a crime. He thought, with a sense oi mischievous amuse- 
ment, of the renowned cases in which a scrap of 



astaa is generally a waste of valu- 
:ie is too true 'an artist to write 
'Jubilee Ode' without merits beyond those demanded 
dinghy, the musician finds in the 
of this pie.ee, much 
companied prayer and the already 
ed. groceasioiiniusK being especially noticeable. A 
ot very original, is taking and tuneful ; but the 
elaborate air for soprano unm-stakeably suggests the malefi- 
cent, influence <>l the f>r una dmm, before whose shrine so many 
composers have sacrificed. It is little more than a string of 
phrases admirably calculated to exhibit Madame Alhani's 
besL notes iu the greatest advantage. That lady s an g it tm 
itimrf on iimrsday; and also repented, with full measure of 
success her adm.-able rendering of the < Spectre's Bride' 
whom the Bohemian librettist h 
videi] with a name. Mr. 
rather disappointing. He h 
knows bow to 



uno an exj 
The prosp 



unaccountably left nnpro- 

4 name. Mr. Harper Kearion, the tenor, was 

Minting. Hv. has a charming voice, which he 

se ; but he never allows himael f to be betrayed 

ssion ol feeling. Thai would hi: undignified. 



a scrap 



paper, 



t of an afternoon with Berlioz proved by no 
means sufljewnt to till the conccrt-room at Sydenham. Yet 
to those who hnye learnt, in any degree, to appreciate the 
vast resources of a modern orchestra, ami the extraordinary 
variety ul styles to which their use by different mM*h M 
given but™, what could have been more interesting? For 
whereas with most composers of eminence the orchestra is 
but an accessory, intensifying, by its inexhaustible capabilities 
lor colon r-cotnbination, the emotion already si igeested by the 

SSjB? 1 *^ P* BW^w-ctoliilwS is the begin- 
ning and t!..- ^ n d „f the mattes, His inspirations, many of 

I i ^i!L.f v, . nems l - B * n ! us " f a h, 's b < m,er » c0 ™« mainly of 
uSSfS Cfwbmatioiis or effect*, The thematic scaflbldiuR 
u> oiien of quite an ordinary jyix-, bearing moreover, evident 
marks of deliberate invention, with a view solely to orchestral 
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THE STORY OF AN ANONYMOUS 
LETTER. 

By MRS. OLIPHANT. 



CHAPTER II. 
The Temptation. 

BOLTON thought a great deal for some time after of whfl 1 
lie calledlhe irruption of ihe criniiQal classes into his 
room,and described his Sunday visitor to his friends with much 
animation. 'Half fo\ ami hair wolf— half groom and half 
pruc-fighrer— 'and, 1 should say. whole burglar and. tliiWV be 
said. Perhaps this description wna imaginative, and ;i 
little too vigorous in expression; l>ul the impression made 
upon him hid Ikct strong, He tried afterwards toget sonie 
information about lus predecessors in his room— tho Jim, who 
JUrtly muil be voty unlike the lack --but with small success, 
Mrs. Matthews shook her head, and sniffed, and said, ' Ah 
poor gcniiemnnr but would not afford any more definite 
auprnijiion. ifr miisi have lien I man who like 1 to bo 

comfortable, ami knew what comfort was; whereas, (a tuck 
il was very evident a laproorn would have lict'll illlltu Ittti* 
factory. Finally, Uolton relinquished the idea of >. r -.u. ht.i,- 
out thminyiteiy. After all. it was BothiCuJ to him. Ho wont 
upon Ida w*y, and remembered it no nioir. 

AJ1 this time the abstraction of thfl letter had wemed to 
liMiiiuiir natural ami light. Mr vu exceedingly pleased 
with himself for having removed || before the burglar*- visit 
for wlu» could tell lwl..t un that wretched ■ k-.h.i,, might 
'njde of.ll' He took il 01.I from Che pocket of Im 
wnling-bouk from time to time, utd looked 11 it with ureal 
Mtuiactiun. Whatever II wu, .1 vu »U there 1 It might 
reeorci some ,>. m f.ii -tory. something fun of Interest, which it 

H-011 .1 be rxriiin^ lu find out . but, -il nil events, it Wftl 1 
good tiling En every way. to hive saved il hum ll... clutches 
of UM criminal. Onecurioua tlmi K ,|, u ,v«vci, in lack Dglton'l 
conduct .1 tb.s penjd d bli life was ft* in £5SkSE&1 

■t£*mSS MwKhr never M W a word A«ut 
wis letter. \\ tin do you Mipposc he web lookini; for r ' one 
of hem ludMjd ■Oh.money, 1 SvwMfchinlt' SimS. 

Beta silowcJ them to amnion, and ,0 IUffl»rtX(h 8 
volunteered no .nfomi.lion, Hfl could not (ell wl y he 

&SBatit£r m * ■■'■""■•■' S3 

.„A WI f P,c * clll ! y « h «»nair. and incidents of life cam,, in 
■ml he forgot .bout Jim andjaek. They t^SS^S 

nllccl up the couth? of t-vurv dav Thi. ilim,», .u.. '"him.ii 

indeed, had not meant to do so U»lS^«7w ,hetc \ dnd i 
exactly fined for a respectable clerk ^1. ffifrSfiW'P* 

' It's quite true, though ui„LT n,ai « hon "-'-' 



remembered it in a moment when I drifted through one day 
thinking of nothing particular. I was looking for lodgings at 

the time, and when I saw a card up, went in to look for fun 

really, with no serious intention, lint the place was son uaim 
Come and see for yourself.' 

' It » quaint, by Jove,' the other young man said: but it j. 
doubtful whether he attached an agreeable interpretation to 
the words. He gave an exclamation of satisfaction, however 
when lie had climned up the dark Iittlcstair. 'And deuced com! 
fortable, too,' he cried. This made a break in the discussion 
of their wrongs. The first step being thus taken, liolton «u 
not ill- pleased to display his rooms which were really very 
nice, much above the ordinary level of a lodging-bouse, 

' I owe my luxuries to my predecessor," he said ; and he 
told the .story as he was in the habit of telling it, the story of 
laok, his namesake, the burgl.it, .1* lu: ^ncratry' called him 
hut without any mention of the letter, which was, to be sure' 
the point of the whold 

1 And the follow who was here? before yon was that fellow's 
brother? ' 

' 1 1 seems so; the man that benight hts curtains at LiUrtv's 
and contrived this table, with itliccrot drawer.' Upon which 
he exhibited die secret drawer, now quite empty, to the 

admiration of his friend. 

'I'll toll you wli.it, tlir Hlow muit have been a forger 
or a coiner, or scnmtliing, like \m\ the Pnuuan, don't you' 
know? Jim the I Vn man was a real character. I wonder 
now, who this man ivbi ? I [eve you never got Mycin 

* Never,' Maid Uoltuii ; ' ho jina'ft have bed the tastee of a 
gentleman, and thcolliei fellow wftl Beit] . oh.cad \% not the 
word, lie wan a rulnun. I 1 la'l andefetaad how i| n y coald 
belong to each other, this in the mystery of my little place, 

Harford. It hat a ttory,you toe.' 

'Avery droll story, too. a li«|w- it won't brmg you any 
iKMhuralion. It', a risky thing to come after any of t| )e »J 

sentry, Thoremiglil be stolen property conceded About: 
liiivuyim liKihnl in .ill tin: uirnon ? ' Harford poked w.tl, hi* 
Htick iirular the nofa, which wm Coveted with Ittpreth . hlnu 

lortli^MlnwVcbmu, n.^-li. keel, tu.mi.^ up, |i, U pj W w you 
like the fun u( ujl .ln.ul.ln-t, if it w.-n: im-.' 



chM 



- M -~- •* ^^l^SSSJ^ 



• Oh, I don't mind the fun of it.' •aid'flolton, 1 There's 

let of advonture in it.' ||« did .M tell I... I,„u.| ( I,,,,..,-..,.,, 
oftmebiefMiubtyit h.,d, whlel. we» lu ohfunaeM J noi did 

He tell ntm oi iiu. c-ito., i,i which the uhioT pofm oj the 
"W«y l*y. 'I don't .upiwse,' ho uid, ncurriag to the 

■ « 'luctton. • that the governor knew dove uU?l 

•lone it out or ln» own head— 

' Vcs, l ittppoefl ftp, 1 the other replied { and they continued 
wen^r .''}" 1 ' wh *'»«*h0Uf. WhonlU.^d 

flTbkHl*? «^»JP»faejMrt tu be, frightODOd to go 

out by lumself into the Uirdem. where ev C rythin« looked 
niore strange and more unlike Lund.m than ever, in the 

wWi.t'ir, ' **»•** i^a village, somewhere, 

IhLs U h T m lm, . rder< - l 4 f»d their boSee flung into 
hi Ll\ ?*tS T^" 1, 6 Vf " a !««««'« lurking 6 round 

OWiftaL 1 WOUld i U ^' c,e - olJ man. if I "*« you. 

bill hewaTa ££ J "^ 5 1^1 ^ ^"^ ° f "'" 5aid Bol,rM1 ' 
UioVnm J -i 1 * by Mlfis «n*« «ricture S , and stood 
The Kt'lV, 11 ^ depresfiMMiiseof the oddnessof the place. 
e^.'SRSS . ' H cW -^''«>ned. and fluttered in the 

Se^eSfen^r!f n «* w"* "bout, for the gardens 

hS sif^T. l looked_aot as if everybody was asleep, 
leWe^h. ^ d> u>u SOU ' m some ««« «vel or orgie 

4^B%il"r forl ' neM ^J', asked l.i, tt | lti , v everybody 
Sable ^Ti"t :a f , ? ld if . lhc Bur Si'^y was rcry com- 
sbolSS Th ?i Whi f l \ braL,t ' ht d6wn ^ -»«" » tost of 

55 a? -lid ti .£ S l ° ff 5 iU, S Visil hi,n - -lectaring that the} 

nsDpriill*. -.^i.„ u j 1 ,P olton to keep his temper, 

btrthcfclt^ I \ t J'^ ° hi5 'i"artcrs all .he more; 
a Mit aJ u ah a mi ? ° ? l,lc '"' " K had, indeed, been 
■1 »r«. And he had always an uncomfortable kind of 
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SEfrJSS SSl? Snnday *»"*»« J*c*. the fit ben 

oi siicii a scene, would (urn tip again 

It was not till onr day in iW.n !>«, after he had made .1 

nr ,.i , ^L? U , tl ! e 1 lc,t 7 a «* in - . He had forgotten it more 

or less during the in.erv.iUson.eiimes altogether, sometime* 
ErittL n- ■ * Wl1 . 8 ™'* l,l »£ "**> tor which he was 

Th J2S JrtSre** ivh < ch u r - «&<**«* ssbttun, 

111- -rid of life to a profowonal man who lias nut saved 

able ip work, and he could not die This meant the necessity 

wceTo^of 2 VCry htlle & Uvc ,,ron ' ond "*i 3S33 
L,!J?. l ■ '" a ^'tiontoh.lphim. The family 

^fc^EE*?*^ Pr °^' cls vv!li ^- whi1 ' Dr. Bolton 
was at she height of his pract.ee, his bt, V5 had. The tradi- 

W„ ^ UCCC ^, WaS 5 D i In the 4 famil /- Home, which lud once 
been SO genial and large, l<ad dwindled gradually into a 
diminished, rather shabby, rathnr poor house in uSA 
rwcm experience. He would have liked to hd, then,, hut 
hJmsdf *** S ° Uule ' ,l Was * C "W enough for 

.nJ* n^. S Iw?"i%? *"> ,his «"dition of mind that he 
tool, out the letter. It startled him to see the white 
envelope without any address, tumbling out from among 

k e £S, , liC *°7 tonh fror " ,heir ™eptacT<? 

irto^ff i , Sle T ° f somelhin K "ike amusement 

never taken this letter seriously. Et had been a kind of 

ffir'M S*ft a? aWa> *' * C ° n<ea ' U rr01 " the *£■" 

brother, the real lack to whom he had no doubt it had 

tT ,? fT^ • ft, P' e . a , s,ire of an musing mystification 

S™h# JJ B 7! \ d,C ' dea ° f laJS * a ro-er^hich, no 
doubt he would have, used badly, out of the hands of 

th* fellow. Whatever it was. he was sur,- to have used it 

£ l£* nSSf^ m lhiS - Uehl that *! thin " kad «PP«red 
io jack bolton. To we 11 now gave him not only a hide 
relief from Ins own press.ng cares, but something of the same 
sense of amusement with which he had at first found it. He 
took it out of Che envelope and read rt a K ain, with * smile at 
fifit; but [lie smile gradually died away from the comers of 
m* mouth, fox the first time it appeared to Bolton in a 
H hRh \. He J[ rew a little pale, a cold air seemed to 
breathe over him. The ■ Dear Jack,' which it was once more 50 
difouilt toreaj.se did not mem himself, and thc downricht 
Sincerity of the adv.ee had something in it which affected 
him in a new way. A twenty-p«,nnd note. It would be -very 
agreeable to have a twenty-pound note over and aWe hi 
little pittance of a saJary. He sat wilh [be paper in his 
hand, and looked into the flame of his httle lamp fij itroadc 
his eyes water. If you ever want a twentv-pound note! Whv, 
he always wanted ,t A hundred cv eo would not I* too 
much, he said to himself, with 1 Bttile. He could do 
with a thousand. But as for twenty, it would be like water 
■n the desert, like balm upon a wound. Twenty pounds : 
He would not mind night work for that. He would keep a 
tradesman s books even, as some fellows did, or copy papers, 
or write tbem-anything for a twenty -pouod note at 
Christmas. He l)cgan to think what he would do with 
it u he could get it, m the idleness of his dreamy mood. 
He would take down ten pounds to Ebie, the ffOOd 
elder sister, who had never married, who stayed at home 
to take care of the uM man; and with the other ten 

infles he wanted. What a diflcicnce it would make' He 
disposed of ,t , n u-o or three ways, always, however, 
keeping the half for Elsie, while he leant over the table hold- 
iljg that paper in his hand. Notfting could be more justifiable, 

morehonourable,thanthewayiuwl.ichh^voiddsi>cndii. I\.|i: ' 
he sa ir j to himwlf Unsldy, pulling htmsair i. P , straighteniri K 
out the paper to make it smooth and even, before Jietoldetl it 
■way, Somehow the words that caught his eye seemed to 
him more weighty than before, and he stopped to read 
hem over again to himself, half aloud. ' If vvJ V ou sliould 
be hard up, and want a Iwcntypound note at Christmas.' If 

nirdT^ ^''T l ft* n was! - asif '"■ *«• "o-t always 

mm up, and in want of twenty pounds— ready to do aoV- 
*JBg ferrt, Aftd then, after all, there was ,0 little to do. To 
write- to G. C, and tell him all was safe up to Uristimc Whv 
ws, everything wasquitetofe, Uolton said to himself, with a 
SJC' ^ G vP' ""K' 11 »"*« al^lutcly to Ins diacntioa. Mo 
doubt t.. C. WBB .1 I&wtaSfl perwin, over whose head some 
penalty wastonginff; And it would be 1 ff0 ud deed to gcl 
bacfc from h.m a r.t.lc of what be owed to a vic.mi«d 
puwu. The whole mailer began once more to apnea, to 
Uolton in this amusing light, He could not think of it 



seriously. It would he good fun, he thought, to do it; to 
obey the instructions, and see what would come of it. 
Probably nothing U all would come of it. Perhaps it was a 
mure sell, he said to himself. G. C, no doubt, was too old 
a bud to lie caught with chaff. Still, it would be fun to try. 

He put the envelope back into the book, but this time he 
1.- "« , *> ct "• " e woke next morning, repeating to 

41 ' l wou ^ ** very good fun to try. 

The chances, of course, were that nothing would follow. 
l*u 1 11 would be exciting to watch for the postman— ao not 
that-to go and aak at the po&t-cmw if there was a letter 

lor J. ii. He laughetl out at the absurdity of this, at (he 
whimsical cfcance that these should really be his own initials. 
1 hey meant Jim Urown, perhaps, or Jim Barton, or anv other 
^luaih- unknown person. But, alf the same, they" meant 
jac k i>oiton, fortunately, without the Barrington. He had a 
prejudice about the Barrington. He would not have tnued 
up that with any doubtful proceeding. But plain I. B. ran 

i 1 ? SSI ' r *¥ lu5name - an ^ )« 't was not quite his name. 
II an>-thtng cmbarrassinf? happened, he would always, always 
have a loophole by which to get out of it. But nothing wis 

SSrTif I- i ppe, l : , ^ "^ IcaI U* mean todoiTTnothiiBr 
of che kind: why should he do itr-except, indeed, that™ 
Would be a great joke. ^^ 

i, J£ - ke P thl ^f a ,^ al Jt - Iioww-er, all the time, turning 
harm wl,M ^ J ° t>kl1 ? *? " * U V** A 6 " a »- w b7t 

harm WW i d ,t do to send u > The unknown correspondent 
jould certamly know the writing of the disapr^red or 

J. B. would be more discreet than ever, and would take erej 
2SS ? u ?P U ' n ' i 1 WOU,d te 8 r «» fun if that was howl 

U^ „ I 'L WCre ' b >: ^ chance ' lo CTd « another way 
\JTi> , then, to be sure, there would be something iq the ^habe 
of an accompanying letter, which um:H explain, and & 

offi r^' i^L^"! ft r i,>US -- ^ ,he »**?down to .he 
oflk-c and all the way back agam, he kept turning it over. 

romanceofhisown. There .s nothing w entrancing as h^rme 

■'■• ""flhng, itself day b y day? which aobodt knwVS 

i>ut yourselC The days went on. ind he, whh thra aEaS 

SS" Ufl wa?; ^^^ «--^«adolefJpi«i: 

! GT ' WhAl va s dust became mud. and the shrubs which 

7u.l,fr *"*"*!?£ hea L thc >' *'«« '" '«f. stuck up out of 
uHe hard ground, hke the stalks of raisins, d^and bie. The 

~^i °S fced mo "«nmy than ever, with lieir blinds drawn 

rh^}'5T" T 6 "° , ? ldow * °P« 1 - ^Iton began to ha^ 

p^unis "^ ^ fU1Cy W0Uid IUm » that "«*y 

In the end, he sent the letter, copying ouE i y A —„.„,-. 

hancT,and d.» M t,r^it asordered.toG.C, Po«c Resu«TTkl 
H-gue. Hoi and. When he had done it, it seemedTo kIU a 

£? «? ICh C b r t p f tpe ?f d ** ] «8 a5 hc couldThuT^fc 

« ">oved b» ,. « all whea he W ro.e : bu. „ U^d»« 
TOftOJ *nd Ac to» «me when .helccrmus, £ 3 
hy someont h;s mind began ,o be haumed by £££? 
'""' ' ls ' OB *°, G - C- might ha, what kind of a fcllo-^ha, 
he aouM ih,nk when l e received that communT^V 
; -i,a her hc would notice the change of the fflS ^ 
many a wonder mo,e. But this was nothiefi toUie^l^ 
tumult in his mind, when the lime for th, L..I.Y ™* 
came He did not K o * .he '^Se o'n tt^S"^ 

to ,h,nk tha,. ,r,ou R h ,, « very unlfwvT.e ^U^eJT 
office he had =PPO.n.eJ. „hich wL ihe SUS.wL^" 

John liamngtoo Bolion went awjv jahduS L n l i 
been a culprit, as if he h«l been a mere J.ck B™ :?* Nne 
for twent,. pound,, « m0Ig , ^j hc ^ ^"^^ 
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Barrington. But he felt himself a poor creature without it, 
a man of no account in the eyes of Ihc pout-office clerk. And 
next day he did mot go back to inquire. It seemed a very long 
day, and he kept en thinking about it, wondering : < I wonder if 
the fellow ever got it I wonde r if it's lying, nmong hundreds of 
others, inthc fvittTtstanu. (BoUonhadbeenabroad,andrem«m- 
bered how they were piled each in its piceon-hole.) I wonder 
if lie thinks it best to take no notice. It sexceedinglyrudcto 
lake no notice. By Jove, I'll make him notitc my letter. He 
shall have another in a week, if he doesn't lllilld,' These 
were thi- thoughts that went through IJol tun's ln.iin, cmcoufv, 
increasing in volume and force. He was pale withrxi ;itcment 
and anxiety when ho went again on t3io fourth day. It tyM 
not the same clerk, which wan a relief. At least, there would 
no! be that cad staring at him, qi if ho kncwall about it. 
Bolton went up to Iho mild, elderly man behind ihc railing, 
quite breathless with emotion. 
'Any letter for J. B.?' 

Ihc ainlaJUl clerk looked upathim thioiigh his spectacle*. 

a BRU ii rW ^ loiter? 'he said, with a smite; 'next window.' 

A registered letter? Did he moan it an a (iiicslion, or as 

a Mlement? Bolton had not so much an thought of a 

registered teller. He felt hit throat clow with a spasm nd 

Iff Hls "V""' 1 *«w dry. Ha wont lb iho next window 
with a stumbling step. 

' A registered letter for J. B. ? * 

'Here it is. You oughtn't to leave n r . . | eHpra | v ; n „ 
fnrday. a. the p«*oS«/ „ id the official, thru, in« mrlh 
tt» bit of gicoii nper to be signed as ihcrcrcipl. 

eyes, took his letter. His letterl regis tcrial, will, Dutch 



surnpa on it, and the address. I. R, in plain, 



sight of them made a new revolution in Bolton's jnjml 
He had no nfght to the money— probably nobody- had 
any right to it: bul he would, at least, use it JJ\? 
which the other jack would not have done. And, howevU' 
much he might wish to restore it, lie did not know wl, 5r 
thn other Jack was, nor did he know how to send it back if 
he ro-enclosed it la (9. C. Posts Kestantc, The lfarue * 
wouEd probably never reach its destination. What could h* 
do-fling it into the abyss of the Post. office, to lie thctc iW 
ugci unclaimed, till the note* rotted— or^-usc it ni |, w 

mranH -lo ■ riit- nota U) looking u htm, invitiul ;.',"; 

hike them, bven when they are dirty, ten pound notes at ° 
pleasant thing-.. No harm in thai), hut a great deal of food, 
&«M oTntad, • Intl.- pfeattrrv, which, indeed, lack Huh™ 

'; M , 11 ' ,l -"! •' "Kbc to. having t ,. M virtuoim of C 

And OM of then was for Blsfe, ucredly devoted 10 Elsia 
whose touch alone would purify them from OYf), 

lie waited for sometime, looking at then,, 'thinking over 
nil those thingm and then be, pat out his IihqcJ and loo i/. 
iy that time the wonder had «mmd, »ml he did M| fed 
that there was 10 very much out of thn way about |C 

::::.. : l ; l :;;:;:; l, '' i,i '' ,, ''- l; -' i ' ^WSFiBS 

So Jack Bolton pocketed and nacd-for the ben of 

pur|)iM;e5--the notes intended for J. I:. ' 

(To i* centinmi.) 
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u if"*. ~^'Z ~,'C — "*$ '" "' "' l**=*i>i- natural letters, 

£ - u. L CrC thc """P |CM «l«og »n the world. He walked 
strath home to the Gardens, and wen. into his ooT a ll 
wefully closed the doo, before he Would own it. Thin 1 , 
tore the envelope open with a trembling hand. 

two tenjMHind notes, packed up in a rthect of Hd« 

auitatcd "S*IZ? tC W ^ h C,CaMr> ^^ ^ 
SchafceiE ^S; ° f J '- lKTS ° n «»«««Btomod to 

Snir nfl lto l'°n opened .t out with eonsternatiot., in a 

panic of surpnse and fright. He had never hdicved it for 1 
SSTt ,lw » B «*jokeajiv longer. He grew ,i i and 
coIdtoh, S veryfing«.,p S . Wnat hfdhe don! ? WJathad 

good wUh m the letter whirh Li i ! -i Ilie . re , had be*n no 

of it drove out uV mii M Cll. V ., . ' Ihelhougii 
remember «h« h< , Ld«2 £l?fi?i.2S M * t IU Ccuspd l0 
Ittcea. in his con^SSSSL of SfJ- 1 "" S 7 0ne / 0n fflI » P'* , "' l,t "' aftcr n " 

ll'C room, stnmoing on tlfe sVrr ...ml 5 t " P 5" Upd tt,>Qlli 

convulsion, antfby.hc XmXh^ H Wfcln * " ?* AWttl 

bmijclf. the bono? of th?^ h c? t |*^ r ^ u ? d "JW|N 

of the extraord nary event aWi l.Z w^ '' n 8' llU,:, l IU • ,,,l,0ll • 
d»iiwi«l. Hetr^th^^^WpW , l;in hn]f 

drawer hum whuh he Muken ,',."" " Il0l,,p " ■ I 

clomirf.wiih a kind of fcclim-i i ln "! " Il,l "vm. on- 

*■ migh. find themtrned c >d liL * hm "? C m <*" i "« «»• 

" WM the hr-t ilioii„i3Jf*^ M ' n * r *' f > 
n »™iB«-a*m.y|»«ipS«d ill OCC "" n , 1 tn l,ini '" I'M 
"cm into his sitting >SmT an i IC J ,,l, l ,|, 7 1 ?'« <>' M, Jmd 
Of*ned the dl»W* SE?L2f! l0,lc,,0( »»»* I'Mtlnn. fllH | 



T H !«TT" tyof K^ ' ,,,,, " ,, :- *«* (« v '-c..na,Nm-.,c,,h 
iHaM), was commemorated on Saturday at the (sJH 
Palace, by one of thc fir*H orchcslrat conceVt' i £«■ Sw 
l«en my good fortune to hear. The progranum- which Sil! 
'the exception of H«« Fr«n^ NwnJkVKc^o^Si? 
w : .srunr,lv.i..nu.| frOD, the Master's *E£FS£2& 

gh an ovarium ,n E minor, in all likelihood n ™ r Wc?r 

In (he Ultai, Style," or the Mill finer one to ' ko< a , m, 2 ■ 
u-uh wh.ch, mdeci, for ear-haunti,,*- loveline^ h "„„" t 

dear and .fg r bchuhert) unusually concise ■ and 3E&. 
damty m-h tls of n K h«trat cornbinatton. Hm nS,c£ caiie 
forward Wlt h a composition of his own, a Co. cer isluckfor 

■o ,,c „, t . ., ." ; u,„ ,f sTT&JSS^ l / ll °" 1 ' 1 ■• 



catihly troubles were no girai 



o|>rneil the drawer. Thn i«. n „ .". ^ " ,11 ""«"", an< 

P«riictly real, not crisp and r^ i^T 1 VP *% lh ^- 
«tcn» the hank, but wied im „«« *%. hlul WwyoonS 
■crott th« Wi with the S *S 2^?' * ll »' BWnWwtilten 



saj a--, with «hr;.r P o7ti?;,t 1 !' nn r- 



fr2V$£& iMuiconccn 

were AmL%?5 i ',- t L J >„'" "" A,u ^ »»«' '»'«< 

^"lOuMiilorLUV^, 

""J Van iij..( U i nhoiiWlKJ ^S ""^^wmVonnl 1 

™»^tM LT»t ti^Tl «"««, but, 
Wtthn^ndnY^eXwt^^^ '~ M ' ,,,c "* MM 



"■ " V io " fir^ftjWOMWm w,l! no doubt improve 
ttit me symphony and thc overtures to Tannhauscr 
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Bat here's ray lawyer refliog rw thai, if it coax* to trial, 



As a defence those horrid Courts won i 



take a me* ft denial 



The Staaii ri and the Tuwa and all their faith- to me refuse, 
Bui still I've got old Stead's G-«*. still held the Oaty 

Nm; 

,\nd, m my tracks, through fifty's mendacious billows 

flopping. 
These two will cry aloud and say, ' Let fee ! 'ris only 

dopping." 

But, «t strikes me, their denial by some proof should be 

Mpported, 
People don't think much of Stead, and then it's been so 

much reported. 
Andifsbeen confessed by Stuart. I don't wish to rats* 

dissension, 
But. of course! I cm repudiate a culpable intention. 
Here I am then, ' the idea never crossed my mind." that's 

topping ! 
There I have him, for he can't prove that. Goodbye then. 

Colonel Popping, 



THE STORY OF AN ANONYMOUS 
LETTER. 

By MRS. OLIPHANT 



CHATTER III. 
rpHAT was a curious Christmas to Jack Bcltoo. He 
X changed thetwosodedar.dmuchd«oedi»tesiniocJean 
and bright sovereijrns. With the half of them he paid his 
little debts, accoriing to the calculation which he had ha stily 
made when it first occurred to him how pleasant it mwW be 
to have a twenty-pound owe £ and when. Christmas arrived 
he vent home with ten gold pieces in a little roll of piper, 
for Elsie, in. his waistcoat pocket. But for having that 
present to give to Elsie he would not, perhaps, have gone home 
for Christmas, for the old house was far from gay, with the 
ailing father, often very querulous and! irritable, and Elsie so> 
patient and good, fading and growing grey. The house Raich, 
had once been so full, sheltering them all, and; echoing with 
their voices, their ga mes , and laughter, was now deadly quiet, 
and the silence of it in the evening, when the shutters were 
closed and everything irxd to look comfortable, aem to jack's 
heart. It is general to talk about these home visits at 
Christmas as if the* were always cheerful and de^htfut. full 
of warmth and affection. Bat it is not always so. £!>-• 
with pleasure when her brother arrived. She was q 
tired of repeating to him that it made such a difference to her— 
all the ditTerence in the worid iq her; but, nevertheless, she 
was greatly at a loss how to nuke the day pass pleasantly 
to him, how to keep it cheerful, to hide from him the fact that 
father grew feebler and more trying ever)- day, and that the 
deeaj of life and fortune were very sad things— things sosad 
that they will not change their aspect even for Cbrit ( 
None of the others came to help these two to hear it. 
elder brothers and sisters were married, and had their cjo.'a 
households to think of. Jim and Harry, the voungcTonrt 
might perhaps have conac home if they had made the eflon 
but ihcy knew juat what sort of Christnoa* it would have b*. n 
had they come, and they stayed away. I»ek went to churcb 
by himself in the morning. When the belU were rinrinc, and 
Line had her bonnet on to go with him, a message came from 
her father's room that she was wanted, and the bonnet, bad 
to be taken off again, and Jack logo alone. He did not er> to 
church perhaps, so often as be ought, and he was mote 
chilled than cheered in the cold comer of the pew which 
had once been » full, among all the bristling hoU lcs a „j 
evergreens. He had forgotten the people about, and they had 
brgotten him Two or three stopped to ask him whW 
Dr Bolton was worse this moram* as Elsie was not at church 
with an evident confusion na their rounds as to whether be 
was Jack or j™. And h e felt that he had no part in (he 
die^ul greetings, and aU the pk-asant talk at the church 

!S ab0Ut H 1 iK l, ?r V B O I? e ^W^ons and the Christmas 
anthem . and the dehghtful service. He was afraid, he owned 
to hnwelf. thai he had not found the service cfc&rfjt&] i£ 
wondered d any one uWfat, in the pulpit or inthe picture 
papers, or m thor Chnstmas talks, of house* to which 



Christmas brings no particular cha rro, -which are rather dull 
than usual on that dav> which makes everybody think of th 
past and the friends that are gone. In the afternoon aft 
the early Christmas dinner— the turkey which Elsie K 
managed to provide for the festival—she became painfull 
anaSousthat he should enjoy himself, and not rind U h u i( 
She suggested that he should take a walk and get the U-nrfit 
of the country air : or go and make a call at the Vicarayf 
where everybody, she was sure, would be glad to mm r ,m ' 
Had he not been there, she would have accepted the dull* 
afternoon as the natural thing, and perhaps shed a silent 
teajortwo.but made the best of it— whereas ii was painful to 
see how the would not lei her brother alone, hut kept suggesti&B 
« thing after iriOtbeP to amuse him. in berwkWulrJen and 
anxious desire to do everthing she could. 

B w t, a aa matter of tact, it was notamuhing, Ur, HoltonwM 
aruacA-ed not to- have his usual paper, and those which John 
had brought, with all their pictures and Christmas articles 
were too big. too slippery, loo miiltitutlinnite for his comfort' 
They were Full of stones instead of the news he loved— h e 
kept letting them fall, turning them over with impatience 
vainly trying to lir.-l hi* place. The nulling of tho paper' 
and his peevish exclamations were the only sounds insiifc-l 
and without there was a dull druslt; of rain. It was very 
dull. The pudding 1 , with its little flame of burnt brandy, did 
not suffice to throw any reflection ol happiness upon the 
three who sat together, the remains of what was once a 
joyous family. Only EU.e tried to talk. The doctor struggled 
with his papers, and cried 'Confound them, how they slip 
about!' or. 'Confound it. wherc's the next page!" while 
lack sat with his legs stretched out before the fire, and his 
hands un his pockets He would have liked 10 think thai he 
was enjoying himself; but it was in reality very dull, duller 
even than he had thought. 

The best moment he had was when he gave to Eisie the 
little packet of sove reigns, made into a little roll. She wa$ 
altogether taken by surprise. A sudden rose- light of emotion 
flushed on her pale face, making it. look once more pretty 
and young. " This for mc ! ' she cried, with almost a scream 
of astonishment. And then 'Oh, lack, but I can't lake it— 
1 can't take- it! You must have been pinching yourself to 
give me this. Oh, dear Jack, thank you a thousand times. 
I have got all the good of it in knowing that von wanted me 
to have it. ! couJd not buy anything with it that would be 
sodehghtiui to me as that. But, indeed, I don't want it. I 
can do very well without anything. Take it back— lake it 
back, dear Jack. It's blessed monty.it has done me more 
good than anything for manv a vear.' 

4 1 won't take at hack."' said John Bolton. 'It's my 
pleasure to bnru; ■} to you j I shouldn't have come otherwise. 
Promise to spend it upon yourself for once. It is yours, and 
only yours.' 

• Oh, Jack, dear Jack ! ' sh K cried, with the tears running 
2HL cheek3 ' She ne *d ^c money in her hand, and 
looked at it as if it had been a wonder of the earth. 'I 
haven t had a pound that was mine, that I could do what I 
luted with, for Bvc shesaid. It was just five years 

Sine* She had given up the situation she had as a governess, 
and conic home to he her father's nurse and companion. It 
had been rxMadcnd hj ail the family U the right thing for 
EIhc to do— the only thing for her 10 do— a matter of course 
— net simple duty: nulodv. retlccung that Elsie's duly was no 
more than thai of any othri I Earoily, and that to save 
™iif^ve» by malting .. »f her was what they had oo 

right iodo. She would have been the last to think so; but 
«wa» so little Mod to be considered thai John's present 
seemed to be the must wonderful thing that bad ever 

hap-wmxi to hn ; and his goor.inrs> bcjood -ill words, 'YflU 

mu*a have denied ygtiraelf evcTylhinB lo save up all this 
«nootj'. Oh, Jack, I don't fee! that I ought 10 take it, for all 
you say, she cried. 

•Iliaient denied myself It was a- a wincUall. I've got 
something m my pocket still.' he said, with a half laugh. 

**! &'?y* ' >n g i don't <-.«v any more about it. Elsie. So 
tjeie tChnstmas over and done with —ami a good thing, too. 
-\nd i must pet back mi'ii thp first train to. morrow. I have 
things iv ^ _m m y own p] J<r 

' Oh, Jack, you are doing pnvat. work, wearing yourself 
BL I know mat's what yom windfall means. And, oh, 
you ve had a dull, dull Chrfstmasl i wish I could have done 
anytfeng to make it more like dM times." 

■No duller fyj mc tiun fnr \uu.' he *.(id . ' 1 didn't expect 
•"be say. rm going to bed now, and I'm vers glnd Ifce 
"T- v * P5£ . There's too much cf oM times in it. ' We can't 
i»o Uie Chnstrnas-carol bus.ncss as uney d J( i in Dickens's 

fc That seemed already a kong pcftod'to jack lsplton. He 
l^sed nissisicr, sincerely glad to have done her a pleasure, 
ami sou more to think that the day sacred to home duty and 
o*d tradition was over. The Christmas- carol business, as the 
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young man culled it, was no longer effective in the old 

doctor's house. 

To Elsie it was different : lor all the religion of Christmas 
was in her lender soul, out of which the nalur.il thought* ol 
herself a-nd her own interests had been emptied by strata of 
necessity nnj by the grace of God. She could he glad in the 
dt£tha of her heart for that which the carol- si ngcrs pro- 
claimed, without much thinking of it, outside the windows. 
' Remember Christ our Saviour was born on Christinas day — •' 
even while she felt like John, thankful that the day wiwover, 
which brings so many recollections. IJut the tears she shed 
an she said her prayers— thinking of the mother dead and the 
children scattered who had made that house so lively which 
now was dull as house could bo — were softer than 115u.1l, 
infinitely sweetened by the conviction of her brother's 
kindness and love, and the heavenly sense, the woman's 
paradise, that lit* must be doing well, living well, working 
well, fulfilling all his duties, or he could not have brought 
this blessed money to her— .the dear, generous fellow, lilsie 
would have given her life cheerfully for Jack, or the labour of 
her life, without thinking twice: but she thought that ten 
pounds a piece of Rene rosily, of unspeakable goodness arid 
kindness, Such as no brother bad ever done for a sister before. 

John was relieved when he got away. London, to a man 
who has no home in it, and not many friends, is apt to be 
dull at Christmas; but the thought of thai endless, dutiful, 

home-day, with its unbroken quiet, made the very roar of 
the streets delightful. If he could have done anything, 
indeed— but there was nothing for him to do — he could 
neither take Elsie's work upon himself, nor be of any use to 
her in it. He tlwught of the little gratifications which his 
ten pounds might, perhaps, get for her, with pleasure, and 
almost pride. He had really forgotten by this time that 
there was anything out of the way about it. He had not 
been disappointed in his expectations of the pi easure to be 
got out of that money. It made huu blush a lictic to remember 
what his sister had aajd— that he must have pinched himself; 
that it must mean evening work. He half wondered what 
she would say if she knew; but dismissed that subject. It 
was a — windiall. It would be blessed money, as she had 
saidJoElsie'sliands; but as for where it came from, wliy.be 
did not know, and could not give back, even if he tried. 
And by this timeit had almost gone out of his memory* that 
there was anything so very much out of the way about it 
at all. 

It was a lew months after this, in the cold spring, when 
an blast wind made even Piccadilly as grey and dusty as a 
country road, that John received another visit from that 
uncomfortable namesake of his, whom it had so much 
amused and pleased him to baulk. One evening when he 
came home, the days having grown so much longer that it 
•was not yet dark when be returned from the office, he found 
Mrs. Matthews sniffing and crying at the door of hi E room, 
and all the furniture within in confusion. The drawer* of 
the writing-table were ail open ; his papers pulled about, his 
books overturned; confusion reigning everywhere, Bolton 
walked into his own room, thus turned upside down, with 
the greatest amazement. ' What is the meaning of this? ' 
he said. 

'Oh, sir, it ain't no fault of mine,' sobbed Mrs. Matthews. 
■He would come in, whatever I could say. 1 told him as 

you would be dreiuil angry, and he said he didn't care a 

Oh ! Mr. Bolton, sir, whatever you do, don't blame me ! ' 

• Blame you ! Why, who's to blame then ? ' cried Jack : 
• if there's a man here turning over mv things, von'd better 
call the police at once, Where is the fellow j 

As he spoke, the man whom he had seen before- the 
burglar, the prizefighter— suddenly appeared in the doorway 
of lack's bedroom. He looked even more repulsive than he 
had done on his first visit : his hair was cut close to his head 
in a style adopted in certain establishments of her Majesty's 
service. Ho was very clean- shaved, a process which had 

brought out in greater emphasis the ravage and brutal jaw. 
and the coarse and bloated outline of his lower face, lie 
had a shade over one eye, and the other fogked out under 

frowning browjfuU of truculent meaning. It filled John 
Bolton with sudden fury to see such an apparition at his 
own bedroom door. 

• Who ore you C'lllin' l feller - li's you as is the feller. If 
jhepjecc* conies, it's you as I'll band over. I've corni to 
look for whttt*"s my own.' 

"You confounded scoundrel,' said Task, ' How dare you 
break into my rooms? You'd better get out of this at once 
before anyone comes, or I'll Uke the law in my own hands/ 

'Uli, gentlemen:' S( - m | u t >.. MatUiewB, ' don't y* now 
don '1 ve fight in my place. Pv*alin«lm-* * good character] 
thftiuvn the (jardens is against ii. Oh, Mr. Bolton, doa't vc. 
DOw, nuke a row in my 'ouse.' 



•You shouldn't have let a fellow like that into your house, 
said Jack, breathing hard with passion. 

' Conic on, then,' cried the ether Jock. ' I ain't aieared of 
you. Don't make a fusa, old woman. I'll soon give him one 
as '11 make him nuiet enough.' 

A burglar and tfcket-ofdeave man has a freedom of action 
which is not permitted to a respectable clerk- The other 
Jack had a weight and size which exceeded by a good deal 
Hit alin proportions of John Bolton, and our young man had 
not that superior science or command of the art of self- 
defence which every man has in n novel. He was not afraid 
of his opponent, hut he recognised clearly the possibility of 
being beaten by him ; and lie was as unwilling to have a row 
in his rooms as Mrs. Matthews could be. It took him a great 
effort tokecp down his passion, but he managed to do so in 
sudden reflection upon all these things. 

« What do vc-" warn here ? ' he said. ■ Who gave you any 
right to come here? Get out of the place first, and then I'll 
listen to what you have to say,' 

' It ain't your valuables/ said the fellow, with a laugh, 
'not worth five bob, they ain't, not the whole of 'em.' Jack, 
the ruffian, I ad reflected, too, and, on the whole, thought it 
desirable not to get within speaking distance of a constable. 
He came out Into the centre of the sitting room. ' I want 
something as, my brother left — it's stealing to keep a. thing as 
well as to prig a thing. I want some papers as Jim left. 
He left 'em in lhat there secret drawer .' 

1 Is dial why you looked for them in my bedroom ? Call 
the nearest policeman, Mrs. Matthews. You rummaged the 
secret drawer in my presence, ' said John Bolton, with dignity. 
* You took away everything that was there. Do you think 
more have grown since, or got into my bedroom? Noj I'm 
not idraid of you. Get out of my place, and talk to the 
policeman; if you think you are aggrieved he will tell you 
what 10 do ; but you shan't remain here.' 

* I'd like to see who'll put me out,' said the ruffian, glaring 
upon John Bolton, with his one furious eye. But it was 
evident he had no intention of showing right. John followed 
him, step by step, as he edged away, always with his 
hand clenched and ready to hit out, and letting fall at string 

of choice oaths which it is unnecessary to record. ' By , 

I'll have the law of you, I will, you hypocrite. I'll have 

a search warrant, and turn out all your beggarly boxes, d 

me if I dont. Not worth a fellow's while to take away, thev 

ain't, not a thing that's worth twopence- Oh* you're a 

gentleman, you are. Why don't you kick me downstairs? 
That's what you'd like to do, if you dared.' 

'So 1 should," said John, ' and will, if you don't mind. I 
don't want to have a row, but you'd better reflect if it wouldn't 
be worse for you than for me. 

'Oh, you're blanked cool, ynu are,' the fellow said, with- 
drawing by inches. Mrs. Matthews went before, sobbing all 
the way, and John followed after, taking a step for every one 
of his visitor's, his fist ready, too. The encounter would not 
have been an equal one, hut his blood was up, and he was 
quite disposed for it. tt was almost a disappointment to him 
when, dropping an imprecation with every step, the burglar 
clamped down the narrow stairs, growling all the way. John 
stood on the top of the stairs, till his voice and steps gradually 
died away. He was throbbing all over with excitement, his 
pulses going like hammers, his nerves strung. Me would 
have given a great deal to have let himself out, to have struck 
the fellow, (Tung him out of the window, or kicked him 
downstairs, as he said. But perhaps it was more prudent not 
to have done so. He shut his dour, and sat down to recover 
his; breath when the man was gone. It was a process which 
took him some time, and he was so angry that, wheq he sat 
down to think upon it, he had almost jumped up and followed 
the fellow to punish him. It seemed intolerable that he 
should have come here, and rummaged through all lack's 
sacred places, and filled the air of the room with his odious 
presence, and yet go away without a hurt. This was a bitter 
pill to John ; but, afterwards, be was very glad that there had 
been norow-a row is a terrible thing for a young man of 
the respectable middle- class. All En K lishmen dread a scene - 
but to those who have no position to carry it off, * row is 
something even worse. To have his affairs talked alvwit his 
name mentioned .n the paper as appearing at . police-court - 
to encounter all the questions of the office, and probably to 



ntexwewed by the clue as to how this unlucky incident 
* about, loliu soon felt that, on the whole, it was bettc 
1 that the burglar should escape without the punishment 

10 deserved, so long as there should be no row. 

Tltt excitement of this occurrence, and the diseust and 

nd.gnat.on with which he put back all his drawers* Ahiir 



the burglar, were perhaps the reasons why,, 

put the question to himself whether I„V namesak^ " j££ 
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had not, after all. some case against him. This did not so 

much as oceur to him until the evening, when lie saw lua 

w-riting-book pushed up into a corner, as if thrown aside jn 

the heal of the search. Ah. there it was ! He had not 

thought of it nil now. nor remembered the enclosure that lay 

there, nor all it had led to. He caught himself up, so to 

speak with that exclamation, as his eyes fell 011 the book. 

Ah! had jack rum mag cd through that, 100? Hud he found 

or misscil llic document which—the letter th.it ? John 

pulled himself up. He cave vent to a short laugh, He did 

001 feel gutlly, or experience any of the sensations which a 

m*n ought to feel who had deceived hit; fellow, or appro- 

pristcd tha property of others. His only thought was, what 

a good thing, what an BttOsUaal thing, thai it Bad no) fallen 

into that ruffian's hands I He had been the jueans of pre- 

■crying it from Jack. Perhaps he fotgot, in the strain nf the 

moment, thai he had profited hy it himself, To have saved 

somebody from Jack wan the leading idea in his mind. A fter 

a moment, he looked over the content!, of ih<> book with 

much care, to we that all was safe. In the very depth), ol 

the pocket he found the letter, which had nol been disturbed. 

He took it up And looked at it, with a snide on his face. 

\\ li.it a Kood thing he had saved it from Jackl Then he 

considered the chances of the fellow doing what lie said, 

lurniitf up again. It was not very likely, hut, still* ie was 

possible, lie took out the letter, and rend it over once more. 

He knew it by heart. Every word, even the* little nourishes 

of the pen after the initials, were imprinted on his memory. 

He hesitated a moment, then raised it to the Dame of the 

candle, and slowly burnt it, with a sense of satisfaction. It 

curled away into a flame, a red glow, finally a film of black. He 

watched it die out, till this, crackling film 'finally lay a few rags 

offclackness in thebaic tray which he used for the ashes of 

his- cigarette, and then he bieathod a sigh of relief. It was all 

over. The letter could never be found now if it were sought 

for under all the search warrants in the world. So much for 

Burglar Jack! But still the respectable John felt no trouble 

of conscience about the fact thai he had possessed himself of a 

paper that belonged to another man. 

Another curious incident, which, howeveT,heneverthoiieht 
of as, in any way bearing, upon this portion, or indeed any 
portion, of bis own life, happened in the same spring, at a 
period a little more advanced, in short, after the season had 
begun— when Piccadilly once more resounded with the wheels, 
and glowed with the brightness of that fullest life of London 
which eoraes in May. Golden Gardens showed a little sym- 
pathy With the season. The shrubs, which had been like 
dried stalks of raisins, burst into a pugnacious leafage, despite 
of everything that dust eouJd do to stifle litem. The creepers 
on the wallsgrew greenish, too— the ch ina roses begun to ' show 
for flower/— social hfc revived, and the mothers arid wives of 
the ocakty came out and talked about the doors, and the 
children thnctal and shouted, with shrill, little tc-wn voices, 
from which the soft air took the harshness On 1 Sunday, 
John Bolton was lazy in the morning, as lias been already 
•Bid. He dmed, breakfasted, got ready to go out, in the 
nwat letsu rely way, reading a little from time to time, some- 
t.mes going to the window to look out, observing in a 
usurious way all that was going on. Uc was looking out in 
his shirt-atom, with a great want of ceremony, although hja 
window war- open, at the «ene below, cattily amused, as a 
iiMniawhcn he hu plenty of time, and nothing to hurry 
nim-wheri something happened which made him withdraw 
very timidly, with ^meihing like.. hlu-.h ..,.0,, ],,, r, u - | \, 
certainly grew hot all over, and retreated with ureal. uxiKili- 

1Z\°T( 1 "* « ".TV",' '"' l il <«h with a look which 
«aa half .larmeJ ami half aahamcil. In a few mimrlcb he 
thngan to laugh at nmxlf for his fright, hut in un aha-ihod 
way, and stole |> ac k bo the window, fully dfeiMd, hut ihoJtat 



nghimaclfbcrum that curtain from Libert/*, Vfateh ban* 
to grow fades. The eau« of this ttrototlon wm Wy 

'imple.andyet it produced a Rreat efTect below a* well & 
■Dove- rttfr women at the doors turned their heads all in 
oned,rect.on.to S |are- The men at .he corner nudged cad 

KrW \41 7h ? Pped T. pli ! yiBK and ""rieWng, lo look 
after her. \ es ; this was what it was— a young lady walkinr 

a^hShrf Pa V h f lhe «««««. cxnmini^h a Ccry 

Shn ? u!?T o£ob «r«™. *« houses on either side. * 

WK^LJ^^j 10 i heCnd,and ,hen *• t»™«J back. 

caim«e fit?, ^vu™* ,*" *» plaintS < P«3*l black 

fa-ST 8 .^ . m °^ St ^'P^ in conformity with the 
fashion, and tan gloves. Anybody might have «» T \Z 

!3t£f f C " 3 a ff d ? U5hter - >- -aidTor ;SSpS 
-we mean a young: iady-from Swan and Kdekr's P er h -„! 

tn r fand 0O e'^ d - thCemIrC ^ l0 * **™« Ll^Vti 

tnm and ex quisi t e neatness and everything around, tha LI 



such an impression on everybody. Who could she be ? 
What did she want ? For whom was she looking ? for that 
she was looking for somebody was very apparent. She had 
looked up at John's window as she passed, and observed him 
as he stood there in his shirt sleeves— good heavens, it, *„ 
sklrl-ilttm f He watched her very shamefaced, as she came 
hack again, and wi did the men at the corner and the women 
at the doors. What could the WBJfcl in the Gardens? She 
curie down more slowly, looking about hrr with gl,nn r«t fan 
confident, more inquiring, half-pauiing now andtlicn, n* if 
ahc would have asked a Question. Ah she reached ilm road 
in front of his house, John drew further and further kirk 
watching iw'i behind Ihi curtain, These eould be nodonbi 

thai ifM^Vfl a Icxikcc in%i>ectiOn to it tb.m inM had (So ■ 
any other, gazinj; as if she would penetrau the very walla 
and draw forth the man in the shirt- *U:rven, iindhavo him 
executed nt her feet. John ithrank cloMl lOtnQ wall, in alarm 
She looked at the hOOMUffllMIWOUM iimr all luVBeeulian 
tiei, and then, with alow Met* and a thoiinhlfol look, [\,r 
finallv walked away. 

Wjlftl did Si mean I It was hot till he had taken a long walk 
anddivercixlhn nundhythe sight ofKottenKow.nni) all theidlera 
in lb* Park, thai it occurred to John Bolton tint prohahly it 
meant nothing at nil, and that the visitor 10 the Garden! irni. 
moved hy mere passing curiosity and wonder to see so odd a 
place in such a neighbourhood: or perhaps &hc had come to 
look for somebody— an old servant— one of the people who 
exercised out-of-the-wav Industrie*: tin? people who stuffed 
birds. or the people who mended lace. S-hc had not found ihcpp 
evidently, whoevcrahe was looking for. John did not go home 
till ihea(ternoon,when most 01 the jKoplein tlicOardens had 
noated away on their different pursuits of relaxation. He 
went in, in expectation ol a comrade who came to see him 
occasionally on Sunday afternoons. But when he got withiq 
the little, ragged, village street he started as if he had seen a 
ghost, ami felt, indeed, very much as if that experience had 
happened to him. There she was, once more, walking in that 
quiet, firm, energetic way, down the disorderly line of the 
Gardens. He stared at her, he could not help it, though he 
knew it was nol civil; and then a more wonderful thing still 
happened to John. He stood at his own garden door, staring, 
almost gaping, at this wonderful apparition, wlicn.su ddenly. he 
became aware that, with a little impulse of swiftness, an 
impel nous move men t, she had changed her course, pausing, he 
thought, asif she had touched her own rudder, just as she would 
have done had she been a boat and not a young lady, and was 
coming towards him with the intention of speaking to him. 
He stopped by an answering movement, turning round 
towards her, frightened, yet flattered, he could not tell 
She went up m him, with a little ail of command. ■ Ai 
Mr. B runner? ' she said. 

(To b* ,«ittnut.i.J 
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Correspondence. 

HOW womkn CAN' ACT WITHOUT VOTES. 
Tq tin lutih, o/ Tita Cou*t anp Soon n Rtmtv*. 

SlR, h || an acknowledged fact llt.il thr vwmrn nf ICngland 
are a p.m. rful . l-tienl now at work in the mlitical riurMiont 
ari.UonilKt., p-flhoday; and surely there 11 trill »0m«hiu 
whirl. ihr> might accomplish U a b*ly for tfao good of their 

c&umnrln thfieiintsl iWcommcrcial hi ion ritn. wronen 
ui iMi^.iriathv appeal Uae, Thoen forwiue'sonofprotcaion 

I begiBDiw to (fo up from the ' ma - ■ «.' % fa\ now the 

b.wp.nrho.th.H l-iee-tradei, ,, / 1 1,.- ,, - , !r ..n\ frirnd, i.nd 
allure reahsm K thai the rJma NffJ CORtO whrn wmclliini: mall 
t>e done to Kl ua on cquaJ Icnru with the other nation* of the 

won^i, and when we raun no longer bei dous.aa we 

are, by the- way foreign coodi an wotoomed to o«r shores 

10 Ihe women ol hngl.ind nuy l^Ionu ihe honour of jnnucu- 
r.inng a movement towards ihts great end. If ihry would 
tnnd tfaonaatvei by a promise not W dcntabS Hku' houses, 
adorn their persons, or cover their tabic with mmrfactwd 
rockis iroin foreij-n countries, a wonderful impetus to British 
trr-je won d I* the speedy result, and at what lessor sacrifice 
to hcmselv-.^? StireK -alm«tima«inarv I There are factories 
a llometor the uram.lartn re 01 m-jrlj c\^rvthine that appears 

II our markets; then are vast eatabliqiimcnts where evcry- 
thuig that 15 artistic m, fabric or fashion can be obtained, 
cut English people are not tiuchearted in this mailer. We 
inust sec ani i recoRinse that a pood honest English name 
Sin 50 "' e 1 em P°"'"" Of fashion, or stamped upon our goods 
? ' .. Li ' S P' forsooth - M» Jones. Brown, or R ohinson must 
oST * S^ 3S N ! diIe ' ^W*^ « NoiT, and then 
m^fi .'\^ CU5 ««m « brisk. Yet there are 
many hrms m London, trading as EnfcjlUIimen, whose 
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not all be awnrc of the nature of this "strengthening" and 
many may possibly picture to themselves Herat as a minia- 
ture Metz of the East. To such it may be of interest to 
leam thai the extent Of improvements effected was :— Item, 
the removal of an old mosque, which interfered with the 
defences; item, the erection pf some mud walls; item ^and 
this was annouueed from India with n due flourish of 
trumpets) the despatch thither of a battery of 141b. smooth- 
bore guns, which would be easily dismounted by a Russian 
mountain battery in the space of half-au-houi. Truly there- 
was method in madness which, if it sent weapons useless for 
purposes of defence, at least sent such as could bv no possi- 
bility be utilised against ourselves by an enemy, into who?c 
hands they are assuredLy destined to fall ere lon^r. 

1 Reverting once more to the views *el lorth in the article 
above referred to, I note with regret some most undeserved 
and misleading strictures upon theNative army in India, In 
his estimate of the value of these troops the writer apparently 
eliminates as worthless all save the Ghoorkas and a few 
Bengal cavalry regiments, who alone, he says, could be 

£ laced in line against an European army." Now thai 
oSesale condemnation is indignantly repudiated by all 
who have any practical acquaintance with the races 
from which our Native regiments are recruited. The 
Madrasees may be inferior soldiers, and the Marathas may 
have lost much of their old martial spirit : but to deny the 
soldierly qualities of Sikhs and Pathans, Punjabis and 
Rajputs is to fly in the face of fact and history. " It iseasier 
to be critical than correct," but it would have scarcely been 
a hard matter foi the writer to have avoided such an 
inaccuracy as that.' 



THE STORY OF AN ANONYMOUS 
LETTER- 
by MRS. OL1PHANT. 



CHAPTER IV. 

MR, BRUNXER/said John, with a smile. There is 
always something more or less absurd in being taken 
for another person. l 0h, no! My name is Barrington 
Bolton — if 1 can be of any use to you' — he added, after a 
moment. 

1 Ah ! * Her countenance changed a great many limes in 
the course ol this short interval. It was a wonderfully 
expressive little face — a flush of expectation, a shadow of 
disappointment. Then something like satisfaction came 
over it in successive waves. ■ Ah ! ' she repeated, with a 
little sigh, ' 1 thought it could not be you.' 

She spoke with a slight foreign accent, which to John 

seemed very pretty. He could not identify what ii was 

not French, he thought. She did not look French. He 
thought — and as he was altogether homebred, it was the 
highest compliment he could pay her— that she looked like 
nothing but an English girl. He stood looking at her, uncer- 
tain what to do, for she did not pass on, as it was natural to 
suppose she would when her question was answered, but 
paused and hesitated, looking at him as if she had something 
more to ask, and did not know how. 

• Can I help you in any nay ? ' said John. > You are 
looking for someone ? I think you must surely be (Mistaken. 
This, is not ihe sort of place where anyone could live— 
whom you would know.' 

She looked at him again, still hesitating. ■ Hut you live 
here,' she said. ' You are — a gentleman.' 

It is impossible to tell how much this pleased John, ; it 
brought a warm flush ol gratification to his face. ' More or 
less.' he said, in an Knglishman's self-detracting way. ' Hut, 
all the same, it is not a place for you.' 

She gave a glance round, and nodded hei he.ul, regretfully, 
as it seemed. 'Yes, I am looking for someone— Urunncr— 
a little Dutch, but chiefly English. 1 

'Someone you know?" said Uolton, with instinctive 
jealousy, forgetting that she had asked him if this was his 
name. 

'No— I do not Vnow the man— lie i» an enemy. I .tin 
Dutch too — Holland-iise. I am governess with a family. I 
have only a little time in London. I thought if I could but 
find him ' — 

She clasped her hands, but whether that implied a prayer 
or a threat John could not tell. ' It is for my father,' she 
added, altera momentary pause. 

' Mademoiselle,] said John. He felt as if he had invented 
tins title, and as if it were very clever u> have dune so. 
■ II you will tall me what sort of person he is 1 will make 
every inquiry; he shan't escape me if he is here.' 



I Oh, you arc so very good ! ' cried the girl. Her hands 
unclasped and moved towards hun as if they would have 
taken his in a quiet clasp of gratitude. Then UK drew back 
a little, with an equally quiet blush. 

'Perhaps I ought not to give you trouble— but if you 
could — if you would '— 

' 1 both will and can,' said John. 

'Thanks, thanks, a thousand thanks.' She paused again, 
with ih.it wavering of hesitation which John thought so pretty, 
and then, with something that looked like a sudden shock of 
alaim, said. ' Good-bye ' hurriedly, and went away. 

He stood looking aJter her till she had disappeared out ot 
the Gardens, which looked more desolate and shabby than 
ever, now that she was gone. Then he returned thoughtfully 
to his rooms. He did not attempt to follow her, which would 
have been ungentlcinanly. Looking after her was bad 
enough. He would not betray the little involuntary trust she 
had put in him for anything in the world. He went up to 
Ids window, and sat down there, looking out vaguely on the 
road where she had been standing a few minutes ago. How- 
very strange that she should have stood there, such a girl as 
that. There was a line, surely, that glimmered and shoneall 
up the path, showing where she had walked in the morning. 
lie thought lie could find the trace, every step. No, he was 
not actually SO idiotic as to think this. He merely felt it, as 
if it were Mmething quili- .iston.iined and certain. And it now 
occurred to him to ask himself how he was to communicate 
to her any information he could get about Brunner, or what- 
ever the fellow's name was , that he neither knew her name 
nor her address, nor anything about her. Yes, he knew a 
great deal about her. He knew that she was Dutch, and 
governess in a family that were for a short time in London. 
Not out of his sphere, therefore! by no means out of his 
sphere ; not a despair, as if she had been the daughter of 
a Duke or an Earl. John went on for a long time thinking 
about her, thinking of the changes of her face, and the move- 
ment of her hands as if to take hold of his — of her little step 
back when she perceived what she had been about to do. He 
forgot to ring for his lamp. He did not even observe that it 
was growing dark, in the pleasure of going over it all again, 
over and over, without tiring. Mrs. Matthews startled him 
greatly by suddenly bringing into the dark room, pro; ectinp 
the light before her, as she pushed the door open, the revela- 
tion of that lamp. 

' Oh — ah — lights- To be sure, 1 liad forgotten — yes, ves, 
of course, 1 want the lamp.' 

' 1 didn't know but you might be hont, sir," Mrs- Matthews 
said. 

* Oh, dear no — set it down— I had only— forgotten. Mrs. 
Matthews, did you ever hear of anyone of the name of 
Brunner in the Gardens? TaJie care, for goodness sake — 
what arc you doing with the lamp ? ' 

I I didn't see as— as— as there was a book on the table, sir ! 
1 had mgh upset it— and then the place would have been all 
aught in a moment. And there ain't no worse place in 
London for a lire than the Gardens. For, bless us, it give me 
such a turn— they'd have been In ■ blaze like a matchbox.' 

' Well, well— now mind ; you saved yourself in time." 

' Oh, sir, it s to lie seen you don't know what nerves is. 1 
cried Mrs. Matthews, fixing her hand upon her heart. 

' Fortunately for nie,' said John. • Sit down and recover 
yourself. \Vould you like a glass of www 

1 U'i-11, sir,' said Mrs. Matthews, hesitating. She knew her 
lodger had nothing but a little claret, and she had no opinion 
of such cold trash. She added, with more firmness, « No, Mr. 
Bolton, 1 don't hold with wine— not till bedtime, sir — when 
I allow as a little drop— hot'— 

•But you have not answered my question— Brunner — 
ypu don't know anyone of the name of Brunner in the 
Gardens? It is not a common name. Indeed, I believe it's 
a kind of foreign name— Dutch or German.' 

_ * There's foreigners from time to time in the Gardens, sir,* 
s..m Mrs. Matthews, with a grave face, 'but I never have 
.111} thing to say to such folks.' 

-They may be very respectable, though they are 
foreigners, said John. 

'Well, sir, maybe as they may, hut I k-;c[>? myself to 
myself. Now as 1 think on't," she added, after a moment, ' I 
ain't sure but there was once at number fifteen some foreign 
folks as went bv that kind of name, The ni.in was terrible 
stout, like u he'd burst, and the wottnU she was -would that 
be the folks, Mr. U0U031 ? No children, hut numbers of oilier 
forenp loUcs about, as ii ^ them people's ways.' 

' I don't know anything about them. It was a nun whu 
was wanted. Did you say at number fifteen ?' 

' Oh, they ain't there now. sit ; been gone this six years 

or more,' Mrs. Matthews said, eagerly, 

•I really can't tell; you might «Jt what infbrmttion you 

can about them, and inquire anywhere in the Gardens if you 
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can hear ol any such person,* Mid Jolm. ' Foreign OJ half, 
foreign name. Brunner— a man only. Will you inquire for me, 
Mis. Matthews? You can Jo il better than 1. 

'That I will, mi.' said the woman, with enthusiasm; 
'anything as I can do for you, Mr. Bolton; for you're the 
nest lodger, air, t do believe, as n poor woman evet had 

' What ! ' so'* 1 John, with .1 laugh ; 'better than my pre- 



all his firniuire? Come, you cant 
glimmer of a 



deccs&or, who left yoi 
makcmehclicve (hat. 

The la mn gave an odd light against th 
voting hazy London mooiu wliich had just risen over the roofs. 
f n a dissipated way. And Mrtt- Matthew, poor woman, bad 
not vet recovered from that shock to her nerves. Ihcre. 
seemed I" John a cjucerish line upon her face as she told him 
he would always have his joke. Jolm was quite unconscious 
of any joke, but he let her have her way. 

She brought him a great deal of irrelevant information 
afterwards about the people in the Gardens, and an elaborate 
account of Mrs- Browning (would that perhaps 1* the 
name, sir ?), the lac-e-maker. and Nemudri, who played the 
violoncello at one of the small theatres. | They two is the 
nearest to it,' said Mrs. Matthews; 'there ain't no such name 
in the Gardens, or was.' John made some researches of his 
own, independent of his landlady, hut came to no other result. 
The name of Brunner was not to be heard of. He was dis- 
appointed, for he had a romantic feeling about the inquiry, as 
ifhe was a knight redressing a lady's wronK. She had said, 
w itha flash, from her dark eyes, 'He is an enemy,' and that 
was enough to fill John with thoughts of eating brunners 
heart in the market-place. To think this man could not be 
found, and thai he had failed in the commission she had 
entrusted to him was grievous indeed. He questioned all the 
shopkeepers about; he asked the postman, most sure of 
intelligencers, hut neither his efforts nor those of Mrs. 
Matthews produced any results. _ He felt much mortified and 
lessened in Ins own eyes by a failure so complete. 

It was only vte™ J olin had mll > real, sed the defeat of his 
efforts in a matter which at first sight had seemed so simple, 
that he realised thai, had ho made Che most important of 
discoveries, he had absolutely no means of communicating*. 
He knew nothing about the girl who had made him her 
agent— neither her name, nor who she was, nor anything 
whatever about her. She was Dutch, a governess temporarily 
resident in London with her • faintly,' and had an enemy 
called Brunner. At the first moment it had seemed to John 
chat he had a great deal of information— in short, that he 
Imew her, her nature and character, and all about her, as 
■wall as if lie had known her all his life. There were a great 
many people whom he had known ail bis life who had never 
produced any such effect upon him. He had but to close his 
eyes at any moment, and she rose before him like a picturt — 
nay, more real than a picture- her vsry self, with that alert 
air, those eyes so bright yet so- soft, and that indescribable 
proud freedom of a perfectly pure-minded and modest 
girl, who has no fear of being misconstrued, but can ni«ei 
frankly any sympathetic and honourable look wtl limit an 
instant realisation, or, indeed, anv realisation at all, nf the 
penalties of sex. Another sort of girl might have beer, 
doubted or smiled at for addressing a young man in the 
street— but she! John felt himself turn red and hot all Over 
at the mere idea that she might not have spoken to, appealed 
in anvone, from a prince to a beggar, with perfect propriety. 
But the question was, Where was he to find her ? How was 
he to let her know ? m 

Asa matter of fact, he did not see her again- Once m the 
many walks which he now took after he returned from the 
office through streets in which 'families 1 in London for Lhe 
season might be supposed to inhabit, and in the Park, and 
other out-of-door rMOtfW, be thought be saw at a carriage 
window something like the face of which he was in search. 
But the carriage passed quickly, and he could not even be 
sure that it was she whom he Saw, much less had he any 
possibility uf following or ascertaining where she went. Had 
this meeting (which he WW not sure was a meeting I taken 
place in the street, he might have jumped into a cab and 
followed the carriage; but it was in the Park that 
he Had iliac momentary glimpse of the face which might 
possibly hi! hers: and any idea of following was out of 
the ryisetioii. His wailed in the hope thai the carnage, 
which had flashed along with a pair of fine horses, not a 
promenade pace, might turn backibut it did not, tad porh 
it was not k*r after all. This was all thai John saw of 
voting lady, whose image continued to hold possession of his 
'fancy. He had seen her twice in one day, he had talked 
to her for about ten minutes, and yet he seemed to know her 
better than all the- rest of the women put together whom he 
had met with in the course of his life. Elite, surelv the most 
familiar image, paled and grew indistinct beside this figure. 
Which filled his imagination. Me seemed to sec her before 



him whenever he sat down to thank which was an exercise 
he began to Like hetter than he had •M*j^Jj£"; 

Thinking, however, meant with hint something ABerent 
from the ordinary unde'swndingof the word. It meant some- 
thing much more like the opening of a private little picture 
Ualleryor select musciim.in which one animated and deligJuiui 
• ad been secured. He sat down, and the door 
she came out and looked at him. All she. 



Ganges that had come over her face during that ten BUWt«£ 



presence Bl 
opened, and 
changes that n; 

talk were preserved, and recurred again .m John pursued hia 
meditation, especially that impulse of the hands to take 
hi* which had been so promptly repressed. Sometimes it was 
001 repressed in that little lady of the p.ctu K gallery. A* the 
climax* of a long train of •thinking,' she would ™*™«« 
da it with a dart, with a momentary touch, both nanus 
clasping bJs. When this delightful fictitious climax occurred, 
John would Start from his dream with a sort of abashed 
ecstacv, and laugh shamefaced, and say to hirnwir. what a 
fool he was! What an absurd idiot I But yet the moment 
when that idiocy came back was the most pleasant of the day. 
The year went on, however, with the usuaJ indifference 
of time, and the seasons to all our desires or thoughts. 
Summer passed, and autumn and Christmas approached again. 
John Bolton's life was very monotonous. Every morning 
at ten o'clock, he went to the office— every evening- between 
five and six. he came hack. The work was not hard— now 
and then on a mail day he would be later. This was aimosl 
the Only variety. They had their little pleasantness — their 
jgkes and discussions at the office, which helped to pass the 
time away. But these did not count for much, when you 
looked back upon them— and the course of thai year when it 
was over looked like one somewhat grey day, always the 
same- A few weeks before Christmas, John heard from Elsie 
that hi: father was worse. The old gentleman had been 
going very gradually down hill all this time, and now, at last, 
with those last jolts and convulsions over the first roughness 
of the journey, he seemed to be arriving at the end of it. The 
family were all very 'resigned,' feeling, perhaps— as who 
would blame them for feeling— that it was well this endshoi: id 
come at last— but in the meantime renewed expenses of all 
kinds were necessary, consultations of doctors, all sorts ol 
appliances to make the exit from life easier. The family/, 
though resigned, would not for the world have made it 
possible for anyone to say that Dr. Bolton had heen 
neglected. ' 1 am sending Elsie a cheque by this post, the 
elder brother wrote. ' and 1 hope, my dear John that you w-.u 
do your share. I know your income is not a large one, but 
neither are your outgoings. You have not children to 
educate, as we have.' This was very true, no doubt, but 
perhaps John was more feelingly aware of the amallncsso! 
his income than of his exemptions. He did not know how he 

He was writing to her, oh. 



was to send his share to Elsie 
so difficult a Setter, telling her how impossible this was, 
making designs with his pen listlessly of the blots on his 
writing-book, when suddenly a remembrance came intents 
mind, which for a long time had dropped out of it. He 
searched in the pocket of his writing book for that envelope 
without any address, which he had found an the secret 
drawer, and then it all came back to him. How he had 
saved it from Jack th 2 Burglar: how. after Jack the Purglar s 
last visit, he had burned it. watching it turn into tilack asbe* 
on his little ash tray. Everything came before bun in a 
moment ; he must have had a very pictorial imagination, 
though he neither painted nor wrote. He saw the black film 
curliwEon the ash tray, and then h e saw the letter uncon- 
and the flourishes of tht- writing, and the forms of the 
B.. and then G.C-. Poste Restante, The Hague. All 



;!:; 



inj 

flamed 

initials — J .15., am. 

this came before him with a flash. The entire story oi th. 
letter had gone out of his head. He had forgotten J— if 
memory ever did awaken, it was with a vague sense of dis- 
comfort, which proceeded from he knew not what. For, as 
the reader knows, he had never felt that he was wrong in 
keeping the letter or on acting upon is. He had saved it from 
the biuglar. He had regarded it as a sort of practical joke. 
Notwithstanding, there had risen a faint uneasiness about 
it in his mind, and he had accordingly, by a process quite 
familiar, dismissed it from his thoughts. He had so many 
other things that were accompanied by no uneasiness to 
think about. 

Hut now it flatted up again, in full vividness and form. 
Oh. what B thing it isto want twenty pounds, and to have 
befofl voTi a mean* nf getting it which you do not Precisely 
know to be wrong; and which is so easy, so safe from any 
c oronwnt. John did not knot* that it was wrong. He thought. 
indeed, that it was perhaps sonic ill-gotten gains, of which an 
unknown culprit was thus forced to made partial restitution. 
That was the most reasonable theory which he could form to 
himself, and that it was a great deal better he should have it, 
being one of the virtuous public from whom, probably, it had 
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been taken, than that ruffian Jack, who had criminal written 
in his face. This, indeed,\vas not an explanation which would 
hold water, but with that unconscious ari, which, in a moral 
difficulty, we are all so capable of exercising, lie pushed all 
questions away, now that with a start this possibility recurred 
to him. After all it was only a possibility. G.C- by this lime 
had probably found out that the J. B. of last Christmas was 
nol llic teal J. B., and very likely he would not reply at all. 
And twenty pounds! Twenty pounds was so much wanted, 
it would make all the difference at home. Elsie's sad and 
holy work would lie made as easy &s such % work could ever 
be. [fit came, he would not himself toucha penny 4 it should 
go to Elsie, intaci, as he received it — as lie received it. The 
chances were he would not receive it at all, but if lie did, would 
there Ik any unlawfulness in the method, any wrnngncss in 
the appropriation which would not be excused by the object F 
John was no Jesuit. These thoughts passed through his 
mind very hurriedly, with a sort of post-haste. He preferred 
not to think about it. He took nut some paper hurriedly, 
and wrote. A man can do a thing in a moment, and thero is 
an end of it, whereas thinking is a lengthened, unsatisfactory, 
disagreeable operation. 

This was. a fortnight before Christmas. In a weak llwn 
came the same registered letter, the same folded paper, the 
same soiled English IwmkiioteB inside. John took it from ihe 

Cl-office clerk (who he fell looked n»npicioiisly at h£fft)C0ft< 
tided, like a man in a dream. This tiene he had km 
more 6U*c than lie was at first thai it would not come. It 
Could not come — it seemed uicrediMv that such a tiling should 
happen. lie look tlin letter, with a dazed sensation, out of 
(he rlrrk's handn. And he laid the notes out on his Eablfl at 
home with the same sense of utter confusion and dismay, nncl 
then he wut them at once la Klsie. 'If there hi anything 
Irft you don't want,' lie wrote 10 hi* sinter, * grvc ii to the 
poor. I don't want any ol ih* money. 1 can wpata it par- 
fcctly. 1 assure you it is no sacrilice to inn.' 

Sacrifice! lie was very «hid to put the note* up in a 
new envelope to send tlicm off, Lo get into! tlicm, llr not 
no pleasure at all out of tlicm, an ho had done on ■ previous 
occasion, But surely if anything could purify money which 
prrhapa had a taint upon it, ii would It sonduig it lO HI lit 1, 
The employment was holy, whatever tlic origin ini^ht be. 

EJsic was jjfently surpriited, touched, rutv, OVarwheln* I. 
lay this remittance, She wrote to all the other.. WnO had 
contributed sparingly— not let.* lhan duty demanded, but no 
more — about John ■munificence. ' Deai Ja«:k ; I don't know 
how he Eels it. He mint do without liisliltlc comloti'. even 
—everything— and I .1111 un he works in the <-v,>mri|-« 
vMitniK 01 fiomrthiiiK— fliiierwiac, how oould hfl ever Iftvo 
iwrtnty pounds from hit salary? 1 don't like to i.ilursn nnnh 
from him. Vet, oh, how I thank Qod for giving M " 
comfort in the midnt of so much trouble! ' John Wft» much 
disturbed himself by Klsio's letter cf thanks, It mu.de hill) 
very guilty and unworthy. Hut lb.: efTifll ii hud upon htn 
brothers and sisters was wonderful. Thoy be^m |o respect 
him; to hold him up to public approval. ' My l»rat)ui | .. : 
it so very good— nothing could b«- kinder. He makeif the: 
noblest use of his snvinffs,' one cniliuiiiattic alitor tried, 
Ilia uviap It i-, ,, bmw thin* for a voutlfl man, a drrk in an 
office, » hen hi* savings begin to he talked nlxrul. 

Or. Hollon died hard, art tuicll old men no often do, He 
died by iocboa, long after lii» family hud resigned thcniftchci 
to his lot. It watt littr autumn l^ain before I Z h. i 1 . di ■ |i|j 
trimmed and veiled with erapO, came |o ihc Garden* to 
occupy, for a few weeks, a little room which Mr*. Mntlhuw* 
haj given up Whtt. John would nol have uked lii:i sister 
to such s place as the Gardens if hr could have helped it 
Ml ivbicHid she felt herself more to jack than to anyone, 
and that a few weeks with him would do her all thagOOdStl the 
world, She had tot a wtuution very ra»ilv. her euHU'ii.e 
being known, to which she was going after Christinas. Hut 
mtho meantime, for a lew weeks, m he with Jack was the 
pleasure she desired most* and to put all hi* socks and iKIrtl 
in order was a pleasure worthy of the—well, no, nol «f ilie 
Roddesscs, wh<» were never known to care about domestic 
pleasures. 

About this lima a very gralifyif.g and delightful change 
happened in John liolion's fort tin «. The partner of the 
bank where he had first been placed by his father, and where 
lie had not ' riven satisfaction '—being an old friend r.F (he 
family attended Dr. Bolton's funeral. And there- he hoard 
of Jack s ' savings,' and of his generally exemplary behaviour . 
I nesavings gave an emphasis to the "good behaviour which 
nothing else would have done, and this gentleman, who was 
the Mr. \Y ild.of Boys, Wild, and Co., the well-known bankers 
was exceedingly civil lo Jack, and requested the young nan 
to call 011 bun when he went back to town, The result was 
that John bamngton Bolton was reinstated in the bank— with 
an unproved position and prospects ; prospects which ' 



indeed, were enough to turn any young man's head. Ehie 
said, with tears in he* eyes, that it was no more than he 
desc rved— that for once Providence had stepped in visibly 
and rewarded the best brother, the truest heart, the dearest 
dearest fellow ! As for Jack, he was much overawed by h» 
good fortune, and felt not deserving, hut mysteriously guilty 
and unworthy — a feel inn which, however, yielded, like any 
other feeling^ to the composing action of use and wont. 

He had told hiss-ister of many things in the confidencesol" 
these few friendly weeks, and w ith a certain pie asurc in letting 
someone know of that episode (which made it somehow 
appear more real) of the young lady who had visited Golden 
GsidetlB) find had asked' him if ho were Brunncr, and then 
had disappeared, and never been seen again. Elsie was very 
much interested, as may be imagined- She read between the 
lines with the greatest case, and wondered within herself 
whether the WBI worthy of Jack, and when they would meet 
again, for that they would meet again sometime his sister felt 
no doubt. Shi would not be ho foolish, having once made 
acquaint one* with Jack, to lot it nop there. Ewe built Iter 
own little castles on this subject, with a conviction that it 
was no governess, hut a ladynl hitfh degree, I hat had charmed 
joho'l fancy. She Wftl .1 gOVefMIS herself, but she preferred 
that Iter favourite* brother should many, .is she laid to her. 
st'lf, 11 lady. Ah ! hut if anyone else had made this distinction 
Iietwten a governeNS and a lady, what do yon think BbU 
Wollld hnvfc mi id ? 

She came downstairs from her ^ticcr little garret in great 
haste, almost tunibliiig/lown the narrow italra, «-ne of the last 
evenings of hur stay with her brother. B-hc rushed Into hi* 

motltol breath, koldtaga shabby litllo book in her hand. 

'Jack! look I ' die cried, panting, holding out the Look to 
him. 'What doeo this menn .* ' 

• What ? ' h« said, alarmed, !!<> took the i-^u lahii hand. 

Ii v. u a ■' Fy Shabby t»ook ; a volume of ' Gil Was,' in paper 
boaxttfl, badly (iriiih'd, yd 1*hv, nnd soiled Then ht looked up 

at hrt, exottod and breatnle**, with •> laugh. ' Why,it's" Gd 

l l m, n hooJ* you mu« know v« . well by name, Kluir." 

•Ohl M it l was thinking of the Iwbk '■ l-ook there— 
tlietel ' 

Mr looked— and ihc room ttttnCd I'mml with John.as d 
the whole world had wrm-how gol OUI of bdaiuc, Toi thru 
wnts 'J. HruniHi 'v. u-.t- tf) |) i'i' •,' I OTr tilIC-p«(CC. llr looked 
nt his ii«t«r, with .» Ranp tot hrcatli.with his lips diappi»K 
'I t. uriahlo to form a wonli 

Elalo, though ht 1 toilette "- 1 HOI wbal it ahuuld lie, flew 
totht i"-n .mi, 1 rungii violently, nndMra-Matlbowa, who had 
hci 11 if l>eorj on thfl point of going; to bed. anawervd it after an 
1 di i- 1 \. 1 1, with much ci immotwOi * Lord hln* us. Mint, is any* 
tliinn ili< mallei I ' Hha cried ; ami it wai sufficiently rcm.uk. 
id-l'* l<> !"■ runn up ril ill \rii o'CiOCfc and f.ued by two people, 
pule with rv. it- ■mnii, tht-Uidv in ,1 ilrrsiiiiK^nwii, and John 
with tin- uvciHiiK pipe in which hfl iiuLulRed after Eltfa'l 
ivinniiijit put down iijwji the table turning Blifinlly 1 , and 

probably burning a hulc. 

' U this Iwok yotirn, Mrs. Matthews, or to whom do you 

MippOSe It luli'iii;.. " 

'The hook? Lor! U ih.it all.' eriod Mtt Matthew*, 
\yuh natural indignation, 'lo call it bodv up fa .t Ulh 
tirnr? I luppOM ii\ OM M -i manv books as was left ' li.r.- 

iha began la iwaka vaguely to theflituaiie-n— 'atom,* with the 



Liutiiiiis and sofu and things '— 
• By yi.ur l.ile lodger? erit 



crtcd John. 'And that i? hts 



name t 

Tltewomnn began to hMhaie ind rnumbte, hul did her 
boat tomnintaiii hot (frouad. 'Hit name? I don't know 
wn.it .ill i)ii<. fim i^, about, Mi. Bolton. I tbovghi as wme- 

iKHJy waa took b«d, Mitt, ..r you-*f sonicthinu baniK-ncd. 
If you don't want ftothinft I'll po hack to licil. I'm not one 
ip'i .il-.ui my l.idgera,' flfce crii I 

1 I Want to know if (hut WW riis name;? ' 

'I've not got rny glasscj.' said Mr*. Malthews. •Icaui'l 
rsadwrttittB ■' twits off, Whafi hitmame t<« yow, air, or ■« 
0W 1 She gave a glance at the bool«, [hen waved ■< aw a 
with her hand, 'Thero's gentlemen/ ehosaid, 'aai 
their naint-s. There's some aa does it (or money I 
sonieHs—r don't rightly know his name. II<- WBI llwava 
Mr. Brown ia the Gardens, and aIw»ya.kindtome. Anyhow,' 
site said, with a ImrM of crying, ' if hd had a hundred name*, 
it ami rio fat ill of mine,* 

' T 3ia . l ,' s , V uc: lmt >'°" in 'B ,u nav « 'old IK' this was Iho 

'V' SB Joh " t lcUi " e l,c ' r s °' ,le reflected after, that had 

she toi,] hint 11 > vo ,|]j navt I(lnr | ( . no difference, for he eonld 

not ti.ivc tommumcated the dueovery, Hut the di*tov«ry 
was , one that stnick himself with aweat blow, though he 
could not explain why. It was a> if „ sudden .toi> had been 
put to himself, a catastrophe hor.ihlc to contemplate, 
impossible to bear. 

(1 bf contimud.) 
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LOVE'S LOSSES. 



OIXERS of rhymes and verbal tunes, 
I n ballade and rondel. 
Blush not to boast thtit bonnes 
fortunes — 
They kiss and kiss and tctt. 



Titty drone in monkish masquerade, 

A litany of loves. 
They tell (each name, each ttad, a n;aidj 

A rosary of do-. 

1 tut I fur mine own names do yearn, 

I hat love from tnc hath taen. 
And U-nt to schotail slow to 
Who lend them not again. 

■ I tapAJtts' to Chloc doth belong 

of im m e mori a l right— 
Each name of mine I've mortgaged long. 

And now I'm bankrupt (mite. 

Cjh, thieves of love may change, for shame. 

The sweetest words of all. 
True lovers choose one note, one name. 

And answer to one call. 

Ciukles Okay. 



THE STORY OF AN ANONYMOUS 
LETTER. 

By MRS. OLIPHANT. 



CHAPTER V. 

THIS discovery filled John's mind with many thonghti. It 
confused hi rn, too, in the strangest way. When he tried 
10 connect this fact with others, he was always brought to a 
itop, as it he had come up against a blank wall What was 
there in it which connected it with his own fate? He had a 
wretched sense of a maze in which his feet were caught, the 
clue to which was in that man's name. J. B. This was the 
J. H.. of whose name he had taken advantage, and 
which meant Brunner, who was hrr enemy. His head seemed 
to go round, and everything to swim about him when he tried 
to follow out that thought, which would not be followed 
out, which was men; madness and misery. Elsie made 
his condition all the worse, by continually urging him to 
find out hit and let her know, though he had no way of 
finding her out. and sometimes wondered whether it was 
not in a dream that lie had seen her. Elsie wanted him 
to put something in the papers, to tell the unknown that 
her enemy was found. But then Elsie knew nothing of 
those bewildering wnceb within wheels, that other story which 
DUtSt he connected with t his, though no human thinking could 
find out how— the story of J. B. and G. C, and the twenty 
pounds. She did not know, and John could not tell her. It 
was* perhaps, because he found it absolutely impossible 
to tell her that John's conscience awoke fully, and 
he felt the shame and honor of what he had done. 
What had he done? He had fallen into some con- 
spiracy framed by this wretch, who. lie r.ow discovered, was 
expiating hisoffences in ncaal servitude : for Mrs- Matthews, 
on pressure, brought forth the whole story at last. John feJt 
that he must have been taking blood money, hush mom., be 
could not tell what— a thing which to the other Jack would 
have been natural cnouch, but to John Bolton was horror and 
shame. He had robbed even the criminal who ought to have 
had that advantage, and in so doing had become a criminal 
himself — as had, nay, worse than either of the others. His 
conscience, which had iiccn drugged or paralysed, he could 
not tell how, now rose up upon him like a giant. It was 
not necessary even to suggest that somehow She, that 
vision of an hour, tha: lady of his life, might be involve.! in 
ths wrong he had done. Without this aggravation there was 
enough to cenicmn him: but the chance lurking behind 
that she might somehow be _ a sufferer, was like 
madness. Mc felt his brain whirl when he allowed the 
horror of such an imagination to touch him. It was like 
some monstrous figure lurking in the dark, which the 
horrified wayfarer knew to be there waiting for him, and 



which with a sudden touch might at any moment drive him 
mad. 

It was a relief when good Elsie, so anxious that he 
should put an advertisement in the Times, so glad to have 
darned all his socks, and looked after all his shirts, 
went away. By that time Christmas was very near 
again. John had pondered day and night what he should 
da He was pale and worn with the strain of his mind, endlessly 
thinking, finding it so hard to decide what was to be done. 
He haul done wrong. Now that his eyes were opened, 
he could not imagine how it was that he had not recognised it 
before- He had done wrong. How wrong, or what injury he 
had inflicted, or what crime nude himself nn accomplice of, 
he could not tell. And he owed fail promotion .nul the good 
character he bore, and his brightened prospects to that crime. 
He thought sometimes that he must go and seek out the 
hanker who had reinstated him, and tell him how little 
deserving he was. But even in the miserable confusion of 
his mand, John felt that this was folly, that no good could 
be done by such a proceeding. The course he took at last 
was this. He asked a week's leave from the bank. It was 
very irregular, for lie had not as yet been six months re- 
established there, but his friend Mr. Wild was kind, and had 
a respect for the young man who had felt the death of his 
father so much as to be made ill by it. Fathers arc not often 
mourned so. * You arc quite right to go away,' he said, ' a 
man of your age must not let himself run down.' John made 
his preparations very quickly, as soon as he had come to a 
decision. Ha wrote once mure the enigmatical letter addressed 
toG. C, at the Fost Office The Hague: and by the same 
mail which carried his- letter, he travelled to the same place. 
It was a stormy journey by night over a wild sea, and he was 
an unaccustomed sailor — so that the preface of this voyage 
was not an agreeable one— and even when there, how much 
uncestaintv, how much doubt there was, whether he might 
find what he went to seek. 

It was a very cold morning when he turned out of the 
hotel where he had snatched an hour or two's rest, in one of 
the bright streets of the Dutch town. The brightness and 
freshness of it. the reflections in the canals, the frosty gleam 
of the sun given back everywhere, did not affect him as they 
would otherwise have done. He saw nothing, indeed, but 
the stir about the post-ofiice, the letter-carriers going away 
with their burdens, and presently the inquirers at the bureaux, 
the cheerful bustle of the public place. John managed to place 
himself near ihe window of the Postc Kcstante to watch 
the people who came for their letters. It was the only way 
he could think of, of finding out the people he had wronged. 
There were not many applicants, a few ruddy Englishmen, a 
few travellers of other countries, a few persons of evidently a 
business character, who caused no anxiety in his mind : there 
were also a few women whom John watched with a much more 
keen inspection. But none of them carried off his letter. He 
had made it such a letter as could not be mistaken if it were 
seen in any hand. But for the first three or four day*; 
nobody came to ask for the letter for G- C. He had come 
over on Thursday, and it was Monday morning when John's 
anxious gaze encountered the eyes of a woman in a black 
cloak directing her steps slowly towards the window. She 
had the air of being very poor, but she wore a bonnet, 
which there was a sign of pretension above the servant 
ani working-women class — and a veil over her face, and 
walked with a measured, slow, despondent pace. She 
came along as if in the course of a routine which was too 
strong for her, and from which she had no hope of escape, 

John felt, with a sudden leap of his pulses, from the moment 
e perceived, her, that this was the natural recipient of his 
letter. He hurried up close lo the window of the post-office, 
to make sure, forgetting thai her low-voiced demand, in a 
language unknown to him, could convey very little informa- 
tion. But every doubt was speedily set at rest ; it was his 
letter, which he had put in a large brown envelope, that he 
might identify it the more easily, which she took away in her 
hand, turning it over and over, looking at it with a sorrowful, 
lack-lustre gaze, as if it were a serpent which might sting 
her. though in the dulncss of her trouble she did not care 
much, tt John had been in any difficulty as to the matter, 
it would have been speedily set to rest. She had no thought 
of concealment, but carried it away fully visible, the brown 
envelope showing against her black dress. Her face, her 
look, her appearance in every way expressed a silent hope- 
lessness which went to the heart. She was like an embodi- 
ment of despondency and discouragement. John followed 
her on the other side* of the street. She was not difficult to 
follow. Her slow, dull progress, not turning to the right or 
the left, was as distinct, through the brighter, more animated 
stream of passengers as she moved alone along the brilliant 
background of the red and white houses, in their dazzling 
cleanliness and brightness, as would have been the current of a 
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l)C3idelhcbliininS"n.-.l which rcdecledevcrylhintr- 
i nrrjriie. this embodiment of poverty and sad. 



dull ditch 

upturn ed ' noP lowiTd«-thc- poorer, "i «„«*»«« 
fashionable part of the town, and, tonally, to h. 
consternation, entered his own hotel, pansing at the door 
a little, total* to that ubiquitous and all-acccomiuis heil porter, 
who I the pride of every Dutch hotel Could she .hare 
found him out ? could she be going to confront him With his 
own letter? John followed her in with indescribable serum- 
lions, shrinking from yet trying to meet her eye. She looked 
more poor, mote sad, more iDWprwMttbly dull than ever 
when, with a tremor, which he scarcely could conceal, he 
frtund himself in the hall of the hotel standing near her. _ Jl 
was some minutes before be could realise what she was doing 
there- And then, with a. chill of horror, with redoubted 
emotion, it suddenly occurred to him what it was. she had 
taken out an old leather purse, and was slowly producing, and 
placing in a line upon the porter's table, com alter com, a pile 
of mbne-v— both gold and silver. The curious collection 
looked as if ic had been gathered a few pieces at a time. 
Big, heavy silver gulden or florins, little French francs, gold 
pieces of "different proportions, made tip the line. The alert 
porter watched and counted them piece by piece; then pro- 
duced a pocket-book, out of which ho extracted two notes. 
How John shuddered! notes like these had smoothed Rr. 
iiolton 5 passage to his respectable grave; notes tike these 
hid bought Elsie the crape which was so necessary to her 
self-respect; they had paid JoluTsIiitle bills on* previous owes- 
sion, and madehis sister's hcactlighnvitli confidence inhis well- 
doing. The honor and dismay in John's mind surpass all 
power of telling. He had done wrong : but in thai moment 
no hell could be more terrible than the punishment which 
came upon him : flames and burning were not near, it He 
stood silent, perforce, trying to look like any other man, and 
not to betray himself in the busy hall of the hotel where 
people were continually coming and going, and that Ittle 
scene went on, with no concealment or secrecy m it, a thing 
of everyday. She put the notes talc the leather purse, now 
so limp and empty, where all those big pieces had been, and 
then, with a few words and a wan smile to the porter, look 
up her umbrella and went away. 

John's face turned upon the man with such an anguish 
of inquiry in it, that the porter replied as if he had spoken. 
'That's a regular customer of mine, sir, once a year. She 
wants English aisles once a year, She; is a poor one to have 
twenty pounds in her old purse. She's a strange one too/ said 
that obsequious and universally obliging person, with .1 nod of 
satisfaction. 

' Who is she ? Where does she live ? ' 
'Oh, that's more than 1 can say. Either it's to send them 
away somewhere: twenty pounds! you would think she never 
had the half or the q-uarter of that yum : or else it's Co lay 
them by in a teapot or an old stocking. Oh, yes ; there are 
many like that in Holland,' the porter said. 

' But what is her name — where does she live? I should 

lite to know ' 

•Oh, if the gentleman wants to know! There will be some 
one about the house — Here Petre,' shouted the porter. Rut 
John had darted out again before anyone answered that sum- 
mons. He thought he had lost her in the momentary delay, 
and looked up and down in consternation, but presently he 
saw her sBini, black figure on the other side of the cj.na] 
tracing slowly a line across thegrecnnefis l> f the l-'ark, Lt was 
but too easy to keep her insight. John followed with his 
heart beating: no man's heart ever beat more quickly follow- 
ing the steps of his love. He was almost sick with thehasty, 
stifling pulsation that seemed to choke him, although his pace 
was so slow, almost more like that of one following a funeral. 
It was a wonderfully bright morning', sunshiny and clear. To 
John, accustomed to ihe atmosphere of London, the radiance 
was almost dazzling, the colour that was in everything; astonish- 
ing, though very cold. Perhaps the poor crea lure whom he 
was tracking enjoyed ie in her forlorn way, or else she was 
lircd, for shesatriown on one of the seats in the Park, and 
sat with her e.yss fixed upon vacancy for what seemed to 
John a longtime. That she might not escape him, she had 
his letter still in her listless hand. Then she got up again, 
and resumed her way. It was not wonderful that she had 

stopped to rest, for it was a long way, across the whole town, 
through cod after cod of poor streets. When she turned in at 
a doorway at last, John paused in sudden dismay, lie was a 
stranger, not knowing tho language, not knowing her name, 
with no excuse should he push his way after her. 1 Iv. hung 
back for a moment with a desire Co escape, But then ho 
reflected that those notes might perhaps Iw dispatched at 
once, and that no time was lo be lost. Unwillingly, with his 
heart beating rnore loudly, more painfully than ever, he fol- 
lowed her—- his victim : yes, that was what she was, his 
victim— whom he must approach as a criminal, to whom he 



must take back that money, of which he bad ToMied her. He 
had not got through his life so far without many disagreeable 
tasks, but none so miserable as this. He had not thought, 
when lie left London, unhappy, ytl full of the fervour of 
repentance and restitution, how painful it would l>e. Hm h« 
held himself with a firm hand, and would allow himself no 

lie' followed her up the Ion k slair. 1 11 those days tfwnfl 

were few houses, if any, in London on tho Continental model, 
and the long stone staircase with itsfllH. w« quite, sumrjgn 
to John. L'p and up— be thought toe tndkss flights would 
never be donu. It was an exceptionally toll house, and the 
woman whom lie was following was very |>oor. She lived on 
the highest flight, at a height where the inhabitants rciitiired 
few safeguards of their privacy. She left the door open behind 
her when she went in. John, his breath quickened with the 
lone climb, his heart nearly bursting in excitement iincontrol. 
able out ol his breast, followed Mill. He Stopped confused 
in the dark passage to which that open door gave entrance, 
but in a moment nerved himself for the supreme effort, .md 
went on to the door at the end, where she had evidently dis- 
appeared. A bundled hands seemed to clutch at him to pull 
him luck. "What right had he there intruding upon this poor 
womaoVs privacy ? Did the fact that he had already injured 
her give him a right to injure her mote, to insult her, ihnist- 
ing himself thinf into her house? What John would have 
given to turn and flee! half his life, everything he had in 
the world, only to escape and not confront the people whom 
he had robbed, whoever they might be. Notwithstanding, 
something stronger pushed him forward, anl he; went in. 

The room was dark— so dark, that ai first he could see 
nothing. It was a long, narrow room, a window at on- l a> I, 
with a curtain subduing the light.a stove in the coi ncr giving 
forth a sickly heat. But the chief thing was a large bed, upon 
which lay a man, whose face gradually seemed to collect 
light, till its. whiteness became the centre of the strange, 
Rembrandt-like scene. The woman bad gone up to the bed 
and given him the letter, which he was tearing open when 
John entered. In their emotion and preoccupation, neither 
of them observed the intruder standing behind among the 
shadows. The sick man read the few words of John's letter, 
groaning to himself all the time. ^ The woman went on. 
talking in her low, monotonous voice. She seemed to be 
giving him an account of what she had done, in a passionless, 
historical wav bringing out slowly the notes, which she put down 
on the bed. To hear a conversation in which you are deeply 
concerned carried on before you ina strange language,, of which 
you cannot understand a word, is an extraordinary experience. 
john'sunpatienceofitv.'af;tragicamnudicrousati he same time. 
It seemed to him unendurable that these iteopie should talk, 
andtalk,in a language unintelligible, while he stood there, 10 
whom it was so important. He could follow the tenor of it 
vaguely through their looks and gestures, lie made out thai 
she was telling her husband all she had done, soothing him 
when he groaned Ovt-r the letter, holding up the notes, to 
show hsm that all was provided for. He. on his part, seemed 
lo call out, clasping his hands, something that was either a 
prayer or a malediction. The woman did her best to calm 
him, patting his shoulder,. caressing the thin hands., pit: ;■ sing 
them in her own. Then she placed a sort of luw bed- table 
across his knees, and put ink and paper upon it, urging hint, 
it appeared, to conclude ihc business at once. When she 
had done this she turned away from the bed, and hid her face 

lor a moment in her handkerchief, Stirling a sob, drying the 
tears from her eyes. When she raised her head from this 
momentary overflow of emction, she perceived John, standing 
gating at her behind thedoor.. She tillered a cryof amazement 
and indignation, and went forward to him, pouring out a 
flood of unintelligible words. Who was he ? 1 low dared he 
force his way in here ? John was sure this was what she waS 
saying. She pointed to the Im:iI with a gesture almost 
majestic, then to the door, stamping her foot when he did 
not move, tie understood it all, though he did not under- 
stand a word. The man on the bed raised] himself up, 

turning his pale face, with wild, intensely nnxfoua Byes. 
looking out of the puckers of the contracted eyelids at the 
im ruder. 

'Listen lo me,' cried John. ' I am an Kiigliidiman. I 

can speak a Utile French, j/l i<M farler l-'ranfAis, uu f-i>. 1 
conic on serious business — ft/urdet affairei — imfiorlilHtts,' 

He thought lh.it probably his 1'rcm.h was very bad, but 
there was no time U> pause upon gramiuai. The words pro 

duccd .1 strange effect upon the hearers. The nun fell bark 
upon hU bed with a faint exclamation ihi« woman replied 
eagerly in broken, but hasty English— 

1 1 Conlprcnil I little— What say you ? What is it " 
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,, iUa t]itn ebbed again, leaving him cliill and shivering. 'I 
have a confession to make — I hav* a restitutio'— the words 
would scarcely conic. Abashed, ashamed, guilty — ;i culprit 
without any pica— he stood before these filtering people, on 
bis trial- nay, worse than on his trial, self-condemned. 'I 
have a. restitution — to accomplish — 

• What say you— what say you? — what is it? 'the woman 
rc t»at«d, in tfrcai «CcU«neot, seizing his arm. 

The man on the bed had risen up again on his elbow 
He called to his w ifc lo> ' a * J '" 1 go— and beckoned with liis 
skeleton hand, ' Here, here V he cried. John approached the 
l>edside as if he were being led to execution, and the touch 
of those feverish finders on his hand drawing him close, was 
to him like the touch of the executioner's steel. The sick man 
drew him close, and raised his ghastly fact* to John's ear. 
* From IiftiimeT, from B runner? he aid, then dragging bimeetf 
up still closer, with his thin cheek alnio&l touching John's, 
b«*thed»n an anxious whisner, ' Say nothing— teU nothing- 
pot to her « word —not to her— not lo her a word ! ' The 
young man fell the slirill whimper go through and tlirough 
liipi like steel. 

'I am not Hrunncr, and I Iiave nothing to tell,* he said 
out loud, with a desperate calm. ■ Bruuncr is out of harm's 
wav a convict for ten years — he can do no nsore harm to 
vo'.i'or anyone, I found that cursed letter bv chance two 
years ago — I sent it far a joke — 1 meant nothine; — 1 knew 
nothing. When the money came I didn't know what to do — 
And E was poor too : I used it. Next year I did it again. Cut 
I've brought you hack the money,' he cried. ■ 1 have brought 
11 all back. Forgive me if you can— I can't forgive myself— 
I have acted like a scamp and a villain — but Phi not that,' 
he cried, with a sob bursting its way out of his labouring 
throat. 

■What say you— what say yon?' The woman cried 
jj/.iii!. She looked from hint lo her husband with devouring 
nnsi ety, 'What say? — what say? — He go too fast — -1 
comprehend— only a little,' she cried. 

The sick man had fallen back on his pillows;, * I too,' he 
gasped. 'I understand only a little. -Cut it is ^ood news! 
—it is life— to the dead !— but too fast— -say again slower- 
say again' — 

•Say again,' the wife said, seizing John's other arm. 
He "prepared to make his confession ©vet again, but with 
reluctance and disappointment, the first excitement failing, 
and his strength with it. How was he to call himself a 
villain over again ? He put his hand into his pocket, and 
drew forth the book in which he had placed four clean crack- 
ling ten pounds — how different from those he had received ! — 
and put them down on the bed — the sick man following every 
movement with his eyes, the wife bending forward, watch- 
ing, holding John's left arm- 
In the midst of this there suddenly arose behind him a 
voice, making a sudden, strange, sweet, incomprehensible 
explanation. He stood and listened for a moment, struck 
motionless, feeling as if he could not cum his head to save 
hislrfc. lie could not understand a word. The voice rushed 
into the silence like a new-comer entering the room, hill of 
nimation, eloquence, as li.ght and quick as the carol of a 
rd. It was Uutch, but it seemed the language of Heaven 
to John. He divined presently that it was his own English 
speech which was thus being reproduced, made plain and 
clear. The face on the bed lighted up with a wonderful 
illumination of joy. The woman dropped John's arm, clasped 
her Kinds, murmured words of assent and ttadefs u ndipg ', 
then bursting wildly into tears, seized John's hand, and would 
have kissed it in the extremity of her wonder and joy. 

This Strange attempt brought him to himself, lie had 
been standing stiff, immovable, held fast, as if by a spell. 
But, good heavens! a woman— anyone trying to kiss his 
hand! He gave a jump of horror and dismay, which broke 
up the group, and turned round and faced the interpreter at 
last. 

He bad no more doubt who she was than, I hope,, the 
reader on. tie turned round unite quietly, not astonished, 
not with any dash or ruah trf casern cs&, as if this sight of 
her was to be the only one. There would be plenty of time 
1o watch her, to learn her looks, lo sec the soft eyes'glow, the 
quick flush of generous feeling rise and fall upon her face. 
He knew exactly how sh<: must be looking, as lie had seen 
her in his dreams a thousand time. I le was not astonished. 
No, no. 

Hut yet it was surprising, after all. She too clasped her 
hands together, as she had done in Golden Gardens, and 
many a time aftefWltdc in his dreams (the mother's g&fftUfQ 
was the same, now he came to think of iW, and then the hands, 
parte I, Hew to bis. embraced It for one moment with a velvet 
touch. 

■ Ah : 1 was right after all,' &hc cried, * it was you.' 

' I, Mademoiselle, no; I am not Hrunncr. I knew 
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nothing, nothing of him— not till a few weeks ago— not till, 
John stammered; with eagerness, trying to explain. 

' I did not mean the enemy. 1 meant the friend. Did I 
not say he would he the friend, XEutterchen! Multerchen! 
Did I not say it ? And it comes true.' 

' He bring hack all the moneyVsaid the mother, stupefied, 
taking up those crackling pieces of paper in her hand, 

*And more than that— the Rood faith — the heart's belief 
—the peace I ' cried the little lady of John's heart. She had 
said something like it in his dreams long ago. He bethought 
him afterwards that there was nothing good, delightful, 
heavenly that she could say which had not been said before 
by her imajje in his dreams. 

This story ended as all good stories should end — though 
not immediately. John disclosed himself fully as. John 
Harrington Bolton, of Hoys' Bank, a man with prospects, a 
man with antecedents, liis mother a ttarriaigton. He walked 
home willi Marie (which was her name, of course— what 
other name could she beat?) to the handsome house where 
her ' family' lived, all of whom were entirely devoted to 
their governess. He told her a great deal about himself on 
that walk— everything almost : notwithstanding that, next 
day, and for years after, there still remained a thousand 
things to telL When he had left her, reluctantly, he went 
back to the parents, and was taken individually into their 
confidence. The sick man confided everything to him when 
his wife was out of the way. How he had been a fool in 
days long past, and had atoned for his folly in a prison, 
where he had met Hrunncr, who since then had held a lash 
over him for many years. The sin of his youth had been 
bitterly repented of. It was unknown to his wife or any of 

his friends here. The shadow would have passed! away 
altogether from his life, but for that constant horrible 
reminder, with its yearly tax and endless alarm. 'To her 
not a word—oh, never a word!" the poor man said. ' If his 
sentence is so long I am safe, quite safe. I shall die long 
liefore. But that she may never know!" 

The wife beckoned John to another room -when her 
husband fell asleep. 'He will not tell mc — but see, I have 
defined. It is some wicked ting of his youth,' she said. 
' But dere is no wicked ting in ray poor man now. Should 
I , his wife, judge him ? De good God bless him.' As for 

toha, who felt how much he too had to be forgiven, and how 
is- sin was bringing him not punishment, but reward, we 
may lie sure he had not a word hut of tenderness and pity to 
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He moved out of Golden Gardens as soon as he got back. 
He had scarcely any money to live On till his next quarter- 
day, but managed somehow. He took a little house, a short 
way out of London, next spring — and before the following 
Christinas brought home his wife laden with presents from 
her 'family.' The first Sunday after they walked to the 
Gardens, and went over all that little episode of the past. 
She remembered as much of it as he did. She remembered 
her first glimpse of him in his shirt-sleeves. They went up 
together 10 the old rooms, and spoke very kindly to Mrs* 
Matthews, who had now cot another very good lodger, to 
whom she praised John as the perfection of young men. 'I 
will not mention it, sir," the landlady said, with an air of 
mystery, 'but this gentleman is in the secret force, sir, if you 
know what that is— a gentleman, sir, in plain clothes.' This 

effectually secured that there should be no reappearance of 
Mr. Hrunncr, or of his brother, the burglar Jack, in the 
Gardens, and added a comfort the more to the young pair's 
happy beginning of life. 

Klsie had a regret — it was that Marie, after all, did turn 
out a governess. She would have liked John, the beat of 
brothers, to have married a lady, But, on the whole, it 
turned out better and far more convenient — for Marie entered 
into all her tribulations when she came ' home,' as they 
insisted ihe sliuuld call it, for her holidays, and understood 
her far Ivetter than any duke's daughter could have done, and 
she came in time to allow that everything wns for the best. 

I'eihaps it was for the best, too, that neither of Marie's 
parents lived very long. It was discovered after their death 
that limnner, j»etting free on a ticket-of-leave. had written 
again to G.C. at the Post Office, The Hague. But the letter 
lay there and got yellow, and nobody noticed, G.C. by that 
time being far out of the way of all extortioners or unjust 
persons. The Post Office authorities put it in their window, 
where many people stared at it. and where it gradually 
decayed and f«l! into dust, as nxht was—— 

|l is supposed now by most people that when £Joyj, Wild 
and Co. take to themselves n new partner, that partner will 
be Mr. Harrington Holton. He never signs anything now, 
nor makes any public appearance without giving himself the 
full glory of that double name. 
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